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PRUGLOGUE, 
BY THE AUTHOR, 
Spoken by Ma Woopwarp and MR Quick, 


Enter SERJEANT at LAW, and ATTORVEY following, and giving 
à Paper. 


Serj. W. here—a vile cramp hand! I cannot fee 
Without my ſpectacles. Att. He means his fee, 
Nay, Mr Serjeant, good Sir, try again. {Gives money. 
Serj. The ſcrawl improves (more) O come, tis pretty plain. 
Hey! how's this ?—Dibble I—ſure it cannot be! 
A Poet's Brief! A Poet and a Fee! 
Ait. Yea, Sir !—though you without regard, I know, 
Would gladiy plead the Muſe's cauſe— Serj. So—ſo! 
And if the Fee offends—your wrath ſhould tall 
On me— Serj. Dear Dibble, no offence at all 
Ait. Some ſons of Phœbus—in the Courts we mect, 
Serj. And fifty ſons of Phoebus in the Fleet! | 
Ait. Nor pleads he worſe, who with a decent ſprig 
Of Bays—adorns his legal waſte of wig. 
Serj. Full-bottom'd Heroes thus, on ſigns, unfuil 
A leaf of laurel—in a grove of curl ! 
Yet tell your Client, that, in adverſe days, 
This wig is warmer than a buth of Bays. | 
Alt. Do you then, Sir, my Client's place ſupply, 
Profuſe of robe, and prodigal of tye 
Do you, with all thoſe bluſhing pow'rs of face, 5 


And wonted baſhful heſitating grace, > Pp. 

Riſe en the Court, and flourith on the caſe. [Exits 
Serj. For practice then ſuppoſe—this Brief will ſhew it,— 

Me, Serjeant Woodaward,—Counſel for the poet. 

US'd to the ground—1I know 'tis hard to deal 

With this dread Court, from whence there's no appeal 3 

No 7ricking here to blynt the edge of Laab, 

Or damn'd in Fquizz—eſcape by Hax. 


But Judgment given—your Sentence mult remain 

No 'rit ef Error ies—to Drury Lane . 

Yet when io kind you ſeem—'t1s paſt diſpute, 

We gain ſome favour, if not Cots of Suit. 

us No ſpleen is here! I ſee no hoarded fury; 

= I think I never fac'd a milder Jury ! 
| 


PRECLOGUE, 


Sad elſe our plight !-—where frowns are tranſportation, 
A ifs the gailows,—and a groan, damnation ! 

4 But fuch the public candour, without fear 

oy. _ My Client waves all right of challenge here, 

i No Neviman from cr Seſſion is diſmiſs'd, 

Nor Wit nor Critic abe {cratch off the liſt ; 

1} His faults can never hurt another's eaſe, 

1 is crime at worlt—a bad attempt to pleaſe: | | 
| Thus all reſpecting, he appeals to all, ME | 
And by the general voice will and or fall. | 


| BY THE AUTHOR» 


= 


| 
I | Vollen onthe Tenth Night by Mas BULKELEY». 
il Ry £ 

| 


CSuanraD our Cauſe, our ſuit and trial o'er, 

The worthy Setjeant need appear no more: 

In pleaſing I a different Client chuſe, 

He ſerv'd the Poet,—I would ſerve the Muſe ; 

Like him, Til try to merit your applauſe, 

A female counſel in a female's cauſe, | 
Look on this form*,—where Humour quaint and ſly, 

Dimples the cheek, and points the beaming eye; 
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* Pointing to the Figure of Comedy, 
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- PROLOGUE, 


Where gay Invention feems to boaſt its wiles 
In amorous hint, and half-triumphant {miles ;' 
While her light maſks or covers Satire's ftrokes, 
All hide the conſcious bluſh her wit provokes. 
—Look on her well—does ſhe ſeem form'd to teach ? 
Shou'd you expect to hear this lady—preach f 
ls grey experience ſuited to her youth? 
Do ſolemn ſentiments become that mouth? 
Bid her be grave, thoſe lips ſhould rebel prove 
To every theme that flanders muth or love. 
Yet thus adorn'd with every graceful art 
To charm the ſancy, and yet reach the heart——- 
Muſt we diſplace her? and inſtead advance 
The Goddeſs of the woefui countenance— 
The ſentimental Muſe !—Her emblems view, 
The Pilgrim's Progreſs, and a ſprig of rue? 
View her too chaite to look like fleſh and blood 
Primly pourtray'd on emblematic wood ! 
There G6x'd in uſurpation ſhou'd the ſtand, 
She'll ſnatch the dagger from her fifter's hand: 
And having made her votaries <veep a Hood, | 
Cood heaven! ſhe'll end her Comedies in blood 
Bid Hatry Moodabard break poor Dunſlall's crown f 
Impriſon Quick and knock Ned Shuter down; 
While {ad Barſanti- wee ping o'er the lcene— _ - 
Shall tab þerielf—or poiton Mis Green. 
Such dire encroachments to prevent in time, 
Demands the Critic's voice —the Poet's rhime. 
Can our light ſcenes add ſtrength to Holy laws! 
duch puny patronage but hurts the caule : 
Far Virtue {corns our ſeeble aid to alk ; 
and moral truth diſdains the trickſter's maſk, 

For here their fav'rite tands*, whoſe: brow—levyer:s 
And \ad—clains Youth's reſpect, and Pity's tear; 
Who—when oppreſs'd by foes her wortIFTreates— 

Can point à poignard at the Guilt ſhe hates. 
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X Pointing to Tragedy. 
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CHARACTERS. 


MEN. 

Sir Anthony Abſolute, — Ma Snores. 
Captain Abſolute, — Ms Woonwarn. 
Faukland, _ — Ma LEWIS. 
Acres, — Ms Quick. 

Sir Lucius O'Trigger . — Ms Crincn. 
Fag, — Mx LEE Lewes. 
David, — Mas DunsTALL, 
Coachman, — Mas FzaksO. 

WOMEN. 
Mrs Malaprop, 5 — Mas Ga EER. 
| Lydia Languiſh, — Miss BARSANTI. 
Julia, — Mas Burketey. 
— Mas LESsINCNHAN. 


Lacy, -# 


MAID, BOY, SERVANTS, &c, 
- SCENE, BATH. 
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A COMEDY. 


ACT 1 
SCENE, A fireet in Bath. 


Co aSHMAN cralſes the Stage — Enter Fat, looliag Meer Bunn 


Pao. XN. HAT !— Thomas — Sure *tis he-— 
| W hat !-— Thomas 1 — Thomas 
Coach. Hey i Odd's life! Me- & ran ke us your | 
hand, my old fellow ſervant. 
Jag. Excuſe my gloves, Thomas jm dey*liſh glad to 
ſee you, my lad ; why, my prince of chariotcers, you look 
as hearty, i but who the dence thought of {zeing you in Bath? 
Conch. Sure, Maſter, Madim JulizygHarry, Mrs Kate, 
add the poltillion be all come. | 
Fag. Indeed! 3 
Coach, Aye! Maſter thought another fit of the goat * 
coming to wks him a viitt —ſo he'd a mind to gi't the Nipy 
and whin ! e were all eff at an hows warning. 
Fg: Aye aye? haſty in every thing, or it would noc 
de Sir Anthony Abſolut? 2 
Coach, But tell us, Mr Tag, how does youog 144 
Q 255 Sir Anthony will Rare to fee the Captain here! 
g. I do not ſerve Captain Abſelnte now, 
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2 THE RIVALS. 


Fag. At pre mot 1 am rente Dy Eaſign Deter 
Coach, 1 doubt, Mr Fag, you han't changed for che det 
er. 
Fag. I have not changed, Thomas. 
Coach, No! why didn't you ſay you had left young Mat. 


Fay. No. — Well, Ponal Thomas, 1 muſt puzzle you no 
art her —bricfly then aptain Ablolute and Enſign Bever- 
ly are one and the fame perſon. . 

Coach, Ihe devil they are ! 

Lag. So it is indeed, Thomas; and the Znffon—half 
of my matter being on guard at preſent—the Captain has no- 
thing to do with me. 

Coach. So, fo ! — bat, this is ſome freak, I warrant !— 
Do tell us, Mr Fag, the meaning o't—you know I ha 
iruſted you. 

Tag. You'il be ſecret, Thomas! 

Coach. As a coach-horſe. 

Fag. Why then the cauſe of all this tat 1 
1 . who (as you may get read to you) has been a maſ- 


* Auerader ever ſince the days of Jupiter. 


Coath, Aye, aye z— ! gueſſed there was a lady in the 
caſe j--but. pray why does your Maſter paſs only for Enfign* 


D if he * amm'd General indeed — 


far, Ah! Thomas, there lies the myſtery o' the mat- 
er. —Ilark'ce, Thomas my maſter is in love with a lady 
at ve ry ſingular taſte; a lady who likes him better as a 5% 
ay £7 foot, than it be knew, he was fon and heir to Sir An- 
4 any Ablolue, a baronet of three thouſand a- year- 
Couch, That is a add taſtꝰ indeed !—but has ſhe got the 
155 Mr Tag; is ft rich, bey? 
FP RA Rich ! -w y, I believe the owns balf u the ſtocks! 
ds! Thomas, ſhe could pay the national debt as eaſi- 


as 1 could my v waſher woman! She has a 1, p dog that eats 


pol om ho Feds her parrot with en pearls „and all ber 
reach papers are made of bank notes ! 

Conch, Eravo fad Odds! I warrant me, has à ſet 
«5 thowul:nds at leaſt: — but does ſhe drew k! ndl with the 
Cem © 2 | 

Fag. 5 5 1 as pigecne. 

Gooch. My co Ar her name? 


THE RIVALS» 9 


Far. Miſc Lydia Languiſh—Bot there is an old tough 
ant in the Way 3— nough bye the bye — fh has never ſeen 
% Malter — for he por acquainted wi ih N. 1 while on a vi- 
ſit in Giouc eſte 1{hire. | 
Coach. Well—t wiſh they were once harpeſſed together 
in ma imony.— But pray, Mr Fag, what kind of a place is- 
nis Bath :— I ha? heard a deal of it— here's a mort o'merry 
making hey? 5 


Fag. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty weil—'tis a good 


aunpe 3 in the morning we go to the pump. room 6 tous 
neither my maſter nor L drink the waters ;) after br: aa ktaſt 

e faunter on the parades, or play a game at bi Hards ; at 
right we dance: but dn the place, I'm tired of it; their 
regular hours ſtupify me — dot a fiddle nor a card after cle- 
yeu !—however, Mr Fauklagd's s gentleman and 1 Keep it up 
a little in private parties j—Þ il introduce you there, Tho- 
mas —you'il like him much. | As 

Coach. Sure I know Mc Du Peign—you know his Mate 
ter is to Marry Madam Julia. 3 


Fag. I had forgot.— But, Thomas, yon muſt poliſh a 


litie — indeed you muſt. Here now—this wig i — What 
te ger il do you do with a wig, Thomas ?—none of the 
London whips of any degree of ton weak, avigs nw. 

Conh, Viore's the pitv | more's the pity, I fay-—Od&'s 


"8 


bit it! when the faſhion had got foot on the bar, 1 gueis'd 
would mount to the Box I—bbut *ts all out of char ter, 


bei:eve me, Mr Fag: and Jook'ye, I'll never gi” up 5 


the liy; yers and dectors may do as they will. 


— 


C47, Well, Thomas, we'll not quarrel about that. | 
Uoach. Why, bleſs you, the gentlemen of they proteſhons 


'” wi 


{ould appear with their own heads! 


Lag. Indeed! well ſaid Dick! but bold rk! mark! & 


Thomas. 


Conch, Zooks ! *tis the Captain—Js that the lady with 
him? 


49 * 


47, No! no! that is madam Lucy my Maſter's miſ- 


H 3. 


Mfe! when I heard how the awyers and doctors bad took. 
1% their own hair, I thought how *twould go next — 0 
re 


—— — — — —U 2 — 2 — 8 — 


ben't all of a mind for in our village now, thoff act Gauſe 
the exciſeman has ta'en to his carrots, there's little Dick the | 
fatrier twears he'll never ſorſake his Bob, tho” all the college 
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10 THE RIVALS. 


treis's mats, — They lodge at that houſe—but 1 muſt after 

bim to teli him the news. 

Carb. Odd! he's giving her 1 well, Mr 

Sg - 
Lueg. Gocd bye, Thomas, —1 hare an appointment in 

Grd's Porch Flite evening at eig gaht; mect me there, and 

Wu make a little party, [ Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE II. | 
f Dre ng rom in Mas Mararror's Lordgings, 


LYDIA itting on a Srpha, with a Bool in her hand, 
Love cy, as fut returned from a Meſſage, 


Tucy. Indeed, Ma%am, I travers'd half the town in ſearch 
cf it: 1 don't believe there's a circulating library! in Bath 
1 ha'n't bien at. 

Lydia. And could not you get © The Reward of Conl- 
tancy 1? e 

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am. 

Lydia. Nor “e The Fatal Connection?“ 

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am. 

Ly. Nor © The Miſtakes of the Heart?“ 

Fach. Ma' em, as il luck would have it, Mr Bull faid 
Miſs Sockey Szunter had juſt fetch'd it away. 

J. ydia. Ueigh-bo Did you enquire for“ The Delicate 
Diſtreſs ?“ | 

Lucy. -Or © The Memoirs: of Lady Woodford ?” 
Yes indeed, ma Yam. I aſked every where for it; and 1 
night have brought it from Mr F:ederick's, but Lady Slat- 
tera Lounger, who had 1: ſt ſert it home, had fo ſoiled and 
dog's-ear'd it, it wa'n't fit for a chriſtian to read. 

Lydin. Heigh ho !—Yes, I always know when Lady 
Slattern has been before me. — She has a molt obſerving 


thumb; and I believe cherithes her nails for making mar- 


gpinal es ell, child, what have cu brought me? 
Lucy. Oh! here ma' am. 
ET. Looks from under her cloak, and 
from ber fockets.] 
This is“ The Gordian Knor,?—and this“ Peregiline Pic- 


Kle.“ Here are © The Tears of Senſibility,” and ““ FHum- 


pirey Clinkr,?” This is The Memoirs of a Lady of 


THE RIVALS». 


Quality, written by herſelf,” and here che ſecond volume 
of + The Sentimental Journey. of 

Lydia. Heigh ho! What are thoſe ak by the glaſs ? 

Hs: The great one is only The Whole Duty of Manu,“ 
where J preſs a few blonds, Ma'am. 

Lydia. Very well—give me the /al el 

Lucy. Is it in a blue cover, Ma'am. 

Lydia. My ſmelling bottle, you fimpleton ! 

Lucy. Oh, the drops I—here, Ma'am. 

Lydia, Hold here's ſome one coming quick, fee v 
it is e Ly. 
Surely I heard. couſin julia s voice? 


( Re-enter Luc 7- 
Lucy. Lud! Ma'am, here is Nils Melvilies 
Lydia. Is it . | 


| „ Tuer ori. 

Lydia. My deareſt Julia, how delighted am I? n 
How unexpected was this happineſs. | 

Julia. Vive, Lydia—ang cur pleaſure is the greater j— 
but wnat has been the matter you were denied to me at 
fuſt! 

Lydia. Ab, Julia, I have a thouſand things to tell you! 
—bu' firſt imform me what has <onjur' d you .to Bath 15 
Sir Anthony here? 


Julia. He is—we arrived within this hour—and I ſap- 


pole he will be here to wait on Mrs Maiay:op as ſoon as he 
is dreſs'd. 


Lydia. Then before we are interrup 
you ſome of my diſtrefs II know you! 


lymp 2athize with me, tho your prudence wa Tod demn le? 
—My -jetters have informed you of my whole Eon nection 


9 5 et me impart c 


with Beverly z—but I have Joſt him, Julia my aur SLRS 


oieovcred our intercourſe by a note ſhe 1nterceptet 


has confined me ever fince ! —Y et, would you belizys ? 


ſhe has tallen ablolutely in love with a tall Iriſn Baronct, ihe 


Met one night ſince * have | been nere at Lady Mackuſte's 
Out. 


Julia. You jeſt, Lydia! | 
Lydia, No, upon my word. — She rCaily carries on a 
kind of correſpondence with him, under a {eipneq 'oams. : 
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though, on ihe chuſes to be known to kim z—but it is 2 
Delia or a Celia, I allure you. : TS [ES 

Yulia. Ihen, ſorely, ſhe is now more indulgent to her 
mece. „ 

Lydia. Quite the contrary, Since ſhe has Ciſcovyered 
her own frailty, ſhe bas become more ſoſpicious of mine, 
Fen I mult ioform you of another A That odious 
Acres is to be in Bath to-day; ſo that 1 protelt I ſhall be 
teazed out of all ſpirits! 

Julia. Come, come, Lydia, hope for the bc ſt—Sir Ab. 
thony Malk uſe bis intereſt with Mrs Malanrop. 

Lydia. whe you have not heard the worſt, Unfortunate 
! quareijed with my poor Beverly, jult defore my aunt, 
28 6 e and L have not "Bi aim lince, to mate 


by 
hn 
bon md 
PRs 
23 
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«lin. What was hy 0 offence 0 
L952. N 2thing at 11— But, 


I don't know how eit was, 
28 otten 81 


s we had Jay together, we had never had a quar- 
rel 1 — And, n 1 was afraid he would never gire 
me an orpartunity.— 80, laſt Thurſday I wrote a letter to 
mayfeir, 10 in! form myfeif that Beverly was at that time pay- 


ino his addteTes to another woman. — 1 ſign'd it your Friend 


zen, ſhew'd it to Be Pp charg'd him with his fall 


hood, fut mylerit in a violent paſſion, and yow'd I'd never 


— 


e im me So 


Julid. An d you let bim depart ſo, 5 have not ſeen him 


Hude: 

I. ydlia. Tuas the next Pe my avot frond the matter 
our; L in page 0 ly to have teaſed him three days and a 
Half, and now Loe 0 i him for ever. 


Paulin, If 10 is as deſerving and ſincere as you have repre- 


ſented him to me, ne will never give you up ſo. Vet con- 
filer, Lydia, you ten we he is but an Enſign, and you have 
thirt v routing pound 18 


Lys. But you know I loſe moſt of my fortune if J mar- 
ty without my aunt's conſent, till of age; and that is what 
I have determined to do, ever fince I 2 the penalty. 


IQ! Or Co wo! 1 love the Man, who would wil 10 Walt I gay 
He tha lrornat ive. 


4 


7 W 2 7 11 Ty 182 ? 
72/18, Nav, this is caprice! 


* 
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Lydia. Whet, does Julia tax me with caprice —! thought 
ber lover Faukland had erured her to it. 

Julia. 1 do not love even /ig faults, | 

Lydia. But a-propos—you have lent to him I ſappole ? 

'ulia. Not yet, upon my word—nor has he the leaſt 
idea of my being in Bath.--Sir Anthony's retolution was 
ſo ſudden, I could not inform him of it. . 

Lydia. Well, Julia, you are your own miſtreſs, (though 
under the protection of Sir Anthony) yet have you, for this 
long year been a ſlave to the caprice, to the whim, the jea- 
louſy of this ungrateful Faukland, who will ever delay aß 
fuming the ripht.of a huſband, while you ſuffer him to be 
equally imperious as a lover. | | 

Julia. Nay, you are wrong entirely. We were contract- 
ed before my father's death.,—That, and ſome conſequent 
embarraſſments, have delayed what I know to be my Faulk- 
jand's molt ardent wiſh. He is too generous to trifie on 
ſuch a point. —And for his character you wrong him there 
t00,—No, Lydia, he's too proud, too noble te be jzalous ; 
if he is captious, 'tis without diſſembling; if fretful, wich- 
out rudeneſs.— Unus'd to the fopperics of love, he is negli- 
gent to the little duties expected from a lover but being un- 
hackney'd in the paſſion, his affection is ardent and ſincere; 
and as .t engroſſes his whole ſoul, he expects every though: 
ard emotion of his miſtreſs to move in uniſon with his, —- 
Vet, though his pride calls for this full return his humility 
makes him urdervalue thoſe qualities in him, which would 
entitle him to it; and not feeling why he ſhould be lov'd to 
the degree he wiſhes, he ſtill ſuſpects that he is not lov'd 
enough: — This temper, 1 muſt own, has coſt me many un- 
happy hours; but 1 have learned to think myſelf his debtor, 
for thoſe imperfectioas which ariſe from the ardour of his at- 
tachment. i | | 

Zydia, Well, I cannot blame you for deſending him. 
But tell me candidly, Julia, had be never iav/d your lile, 
uo you think you ſhould have been attach*d to him as vou 
are? — Belicve me, the rude hiait that overſet your boat was 
a proſperous gale of love to him. 

Julia. Gretitude may have ſtrength'ned my attachment to 
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„ot ſurely that alone wore an obligation ſufſic ten 


- 


1 Faulkland, but 1 loved him before he had preſerv'd me; 
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Lydia. Obligation ! f Why a water ſpaniel would have 
done as much? — Well, I ſhould never think of giving my 
heart to a man becauſe he could ſwim ? 

Julia. Come, Lydia, you are too incopſiderate. 

Lydia. Nay, I do but e hat's here? 


Enter Lvcy in a hurry. 

Tucy. O Mam, here is Sir Anthony Abſolute juſt come 
home with your aunt. 

Lydia. They'il not come here —Lucy do you watch. 

(Exit Lucy, 

Julia. Vet I muſt 83 Anthony does not know 1 
am here, and if we meet, hell detain me, to ſhew me the 
towa.— I' take another opportunity of paying my reſpects to 
Mrs Malaprop, when ſhe ſhall treat me, as long as ſhe 
chooſes, with her {cie& words ſo iogeniouſly miſapplicd, withe 
Gut being m. pronounced. 


| Re-enter Lucr. 

„ O Lud l- ma' am, they are both coming up ſtairs. 
Lydia. Well, I'll not detain you, Coz.— Adieu, my | 
dear Juita, I'm fore you are in haſte to ſend to Faulkland. 
m———Dhere—thraugh my room you'll find another ſtair-caſe. 

Fulia. Adieu. Embrace) (Exit Julia. 

Lylia. Here, my dear Lucy, hide theſe bocks.— Quick, 
e —Fling Pergrine Picile under the toilet throw No- 
derick Random into the cloſet put T he Innocent Adultery in- 
to The whole duty of man —thruſt Lord: Aimworth under the 
ſopha—cram Ovid behind the bollter—there—put The Mas 
of Feeling into your pocket—lſo, ſo, now lay Mrs Chapone in 
light, and leave Fordyce's Sermons apen on the table. 
Lucy, O burn it, Ma'am, the hair-dreſſer has torn away 
as far as Proper Pride. 

Lydia. Never mind—open at—Sobriety.— Fling me Lord 
Chefterfield's Letters. Now for em. 


TDuter Mas MALA RO and 8 AxsOLU T. 

ATrs Mul. Tnere, Sir Anchony, there fits the deliberate 
ſimpletor, who wants to diſgrace her family, and layiſh her- 
{cit on a fellow not worth a ſhilling, . 


_— 
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Lydia. Madam, I thought you once 

Mrs Mal. You thought, Miſs ? don't know any buſi- 
peſs you bave to think at all.— Thought does not become a 
young woman. But the point we would requeſt of you is, 
that you will promiſe to forget this fellow—to illiterate him 
quite from your memory. 1 

Lydia. Ab, Madam! our memories are independent of 
our wills. — It is not ſo eaſy to forget. „ 


Mrs Mal. But 1 ſay it is, Miſs; there is nothing on 
earth ſo eaſy as to forget, if a perſon chooſes to ict about 
it.—l'm ſure I have as much forgot your poor dear uncle as 
if he had never exiſted and thought it my duty fo to do; 
and let me tell you, Lydia, theſe violent memories don't 
become a young woman. 5 

Sir A. Why ſore ſhe, won't pretend to remember what 
ſhe's order'd not ?—aye, this comes of her reading! 

Lydia. What crime, Madam, have 1 committed to de 
treated thus? | ts, 

Mrs Mal. Now don't extirpate yourſelf from the matter; 
you know I have proof contravertible of it.— But tell me, 
will you promiſe to do as you're bid? — Will you take a 
huſband of your friend's chooſing? iS 

Lydia. Madam I muſt tell you plainly, that had I no 
preierence for any one elſe, the choice you have made would 
be my averſion. . 

2.5 . al. What buſineſs have You, M:is. Witl) Preferc 1 
and averſion ? They don't become a young wonmai, an 


2 
4 
you ought to know, that as both always wear of, tis fateſt 
in matrimony to begin with a little aver/fon. 1 an e 1 
tated your poor dear uncle before marriage as if non teen 
a black. a- moor and yet, Miſs, you are fenſibie what a wii 
i made !—and: when it pleas'd heaven to releate me from 
him, 'tis unknown what tears I ſhed !—Dut fuppoſe wy wore 
goigg to give you another choice, will you promit 2 436 give 
up this Beverly? | 
Lydia. Could I belie my thoughts {9 far as to give hat 
pronniſe, my actions would certainly 28 far belie my words. 
Mrs Mal. Take yourſelf to your room.-—You are bz 
company for nothing elſe but your i] humours, 
Lydia, Wyilingly, Ma'am, I cannot change for the 
worſe, | [ Exit Lydia. 
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Mrs Mal. There's a little intricate huſſy for you! 

Sir A. It is not to be wonder'd at, Ma'am-all this 15 
the natural conſequence of teaching girls to read. — Hud 1 
a thouſand daughters, by heaven! I'd as ſoon have them 
taught the black art as the alphabet! 

Mrs Mal. Nay, nay, Sir Oy; you are an ablojute 

miſanthrope. | 

Sir d. In my way hither, Mrs Malaprop, I obſerved 
Four niece's maid coming forth from a circulating library! 

She had a book in each hand—they were half bound volumes, 
with marble covers !-—From that moment I gueſs'd how 
full of duty I ſhould fee her miſtreſs ! 

Mrs Mal. Thoſe are vile places, indeed! 

Sir A. Madam, a circulating library in a town is as an 
ever green tree of diabolical knowleds ge 11: bloifoms. through 
the year !— And depend on it, Mrs Malaprop, that they 
who are fo fond of handling the leaves, will long for the 
fruit at laſt, 

Mrs Mal. Tie, fie, Sir Anthonz, you fvrely ſpeak la- 
corically. 

Sir A. Woy, Mrs Malaprop, 10 moderation, now, what 
Would you have a woman know ? 

Mrs Hal. Obſerve me, Sir Anthony, —1 would by no 
means wilh 2 daughter of mine to bs a progeny of learning; 
L dui." - think ſo much learning becomes a young woman; 
for inſtance—I would never let her meddle with Greck, or 
Hebrew, or | Algebra, or Simony, or Fluxions, or Para- 
do tes, or ſuch inflammatory branches of learning—ne either 
Would it bs neceſſary for her to handle any of your mathe- 
matical, aſtronomical, diabolical ip ſtruments: — But, Sir 
Arthory, I would {end her, at nine years old, to a board- 
ing ſchool, in order to learn a little ingenuity and artifice.— 
Then, Sir, ſhe ſhould have a ſapercilious 223 in ac- 
counts; —and as ſhe grew ub, I would have her inſtructed 
in geometry, that Re might know ſomething of the conta. 
£10U3 countries z—but above all, Sir Anthony, ſhe ſouls 
be miſtreſs of orthodoxy, that ſhe might not miſ-ſpe!l, and 
miſ-pronounce words ſo ſhamefully as girls uſually do; 47d 
likewiſe that ſhe might reprehend the true meaniog of wi? 
ſhe is ſaying— This, Sir Anthony, is what I would hard 
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2. 


article in it. 


Sir 4. Well, well, Mrs Malaprop, I will diſpute the 


point no further with you; though I mult confeſs, that you 


zre a truly moderate and polite arguer, for almoſt every word 
you ſay is upon my {ide of the queſtion.— But, Mrs Malaprop, 
to the more important point in debate,—you ſay, you have 
no objection to my propoſal. : „ 
Mrs Mal. None, I aſſure you. —I am under no poſitive 
engagement with Mr Acres, and as Lydia is ſo obſtinate a- 
galnſt him, perhaps your ſon may have better ſucceſs. 
Sir A. Well, madam, I will write for the boy ditectly.— 
He knows nat a ſyllable of this yet, though I have for ſome- 


time had the propoſal in my head. He is at preſent with 


bis regimen rt | 

Mrs Mal. We have never ſeen your ſon, Sir Anthony 
but J hope no objection on his ſide 2 

Sir A. Objection |—let him object it he dare ?—No, no, 
Mrs Malaprop, Jack knows that the leaſt dæmur puts me in 

a phrenzy directly. My proceſs was always very ftmple— 
in their younger days, *twas © Jack, do this ;*—-it he de- 
murrd—1 knock'd him down—and if he grambied at that 
—I always ſent him out of the room. | | 

Mrs Mal. Aye, and the propereit way, o'my conſcience! 
nothing is ſo conciliating to young people as ſeverity!— 
Well, Sir Anthony, 1 ſhall give Mr Acres his diſcharge, 
and prepare Lydia to receive your ſon's invocations j—and 
: hope you will repreſent her to the Captain as an object not 
atopether illegible, | 

9ir A. Madam I will handle the fſubj-& prudently. 
Well, IJ muſt leave you—and let me beg you, Mrs Malaprop, 
to enforce this matter roundly to the girl ,—take my advice 
keep a tight hand—if ſhe rejects this propoſal—slap her 
under lock and key: and if you were jult to let the ſervants 
tOrpet to bring her dinner for three or jour days, you can? 
Conceive how ſhe'd come about. Exit Sir Anth 


Mir Mal. Well, at any rate I ſhall be pi. to get her 
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om under my intuition.— She has ſomehow Gdiſcoyered my 


partiaſity for Sir Lucius O' Trigger ſure, Lucy can't have 
Sctray'd me !-=No, the girl is ſuch a ſimpleton, I should 


des made her confeſs it. —Lãucy Lucy 1— (4⁴8ë)— Lad 


1 woman know :—and I don't think there is a ſuperſlitious 
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de been one of your artificial ones, I ſhould never have truſt. 
ed her. „ | | 


Frey Enter Lucy. 
Lucy. Did you cail, Ma'am ? . | 
Hrs Mal. Les, girl.—Did you ſee Sir Lucius while 


Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am, not a glimpſe of him. 
Are Mal. You are ſore, Lucy, that you never men- 
tioned | To. 

Zucy. O Gemini! I'd fooner cut my tongue out. 

Ars Mal. Well, don't let your ſimplicity be impos'd on, 

Lucy. No, Ma'am. gd. 

Mr Mal. So, come to me preſently, and I'll give you 
another letter to Sir Lucius ;—but mind, Lucy—if ever you 
betray what you are entruſted with—( unleſs it be other peo- 
ples ſecrets to me) you forfeit my malevolence for ever ; and 
your being a ſimpleton ſhall be no excuſe for your locality. 
„„ Ng 8 [Exit Mrs Mal. 

Lucy. Hai ha! hal—So, my dear Simplicity, let me 
rive you a little reſpite — (allering her manner)—let girls in 
my (tation be as fond as they pleaſe of appearing-expert, and 
hac wing in their truſts ; commend me to a maſk of /illineſe, 
and a pair of tharp eyes for my own intere{t under it ?— Let 
me ſee to what account have I turn'd my Simplicity lately, 
(looks al a paper.) — For abetting Miſs Lydia Languiſh in 4 
defian of running away with an Enjign !—in money fund 
times —tavelne pound twelve—gowns, five - Hats, ruſſies, capi, 
Sc. Sc. —numberliſe— From the ſaid Enſign, within this 
ball month, fix guineas and a half. About a quarter's pay! 
Item, from Mrs Malaprop, for betraying the young people 18 
her—when I found matters were likely to be dilcovered— 
{wo guineas, and. a black pdduaſoy—ltem from Mr Acres, for 
carrying divers letter, which I never deliver'd—two guineas 
aud a pair of buckles. —-ltem, from Sir Lucius O Trigger 
three crowns —twwo gold pocket piece and a ſilvor ſnufſbox!— 
Well done, Simplicity! yet I was forced to make my Bl. 
bornian believe, that he was correſponding, not with the 
Lunt, bur with the Niece: for though not over rich, I fourd 
ke had too much pride and delicacy to facrifice the feelings 
of a pertieman to the recefitits of his fortune. L 


THY RIVALS, 


A6T 1H, 


SCENE I, Cayrain ABSoLuTz's Lodging. 


Car rain ABSOLUTE an“ Fac, 
Fag. SIR, while I was there Sir Anthony came in: I 
told him, you had ſent me to enquire after his 
health, and to know if he was at leiſure to ſce you. 

Aeſ. And what did be ſay, on hearing I was at Path? 

Lag. Sir, in my life 1 never ſaw an elderly gentleman 
more aſtoniſhed ! He ſtarted back two or thee 125 es, rapt 
out a dozen inter jected oaths, and aſked what the devil had 
brought you here? 

A/. Well, Sir, and what did you ſay ? 

Fag. O, I hed, Sir— forgot the pteciſe lie, but yon 
may depend on't, he got no ireth fiom me. Ye et, with ſub. 
miſſion, for fear of blunders in future, I ſhouid be glad to 
fix what has brought us to Bath, in order that we may lie 
a little conſiſtently. —Sir N ſervants were Curiout, 
Sir, very curious indeed. 

Alf. You have ſaid nothing to tham Fond "he 

Tax. O, not a word, Sir—not 4 worde—MMr omas, 
indeed, the coachman (whom I lake to be the diſcreeteſt of 
Whips ) — | 

4 'Sdeath 1-—you raſcal ! you have not truſted him ! 

2 O, n, Sir—no—ne—not a Iyllable, upon my ve- 
racity I — He was, indeed, a little 1 but I was 
ly, Sir, deviliſh fly — maſter, (laid 1 „) honeſt Tho- 
mas, (you know, Sir, one ſays = to one's ioferiors) | is 
come to Bath to recruit -es, Sir I laid, ts recruit 
whether for men, money, or conſtiiution, you know, vir, 
is nothing to him, nor any one elſe, N 

ALF. Well recruit will do—let it be be fo 

Fag. O, Sir, recreit will do ſarprilingly —indeed. to 
tive the thing an air, I told Thomas, that your honour had 
5 ready inliſted fire diſbanded chairracn, ſeven minority wa- 

ters, and thirteen billiard markers. 

bf. You BY ckhead; never {os more than is necefary, 
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Fag. 1 beg pardon, Sir I beg pardon—But with ſth» 
milhon, a lie is nothigg unleſs one ſupports it. — Sir, when- 
ever 1 draw on my invention for a good current lie, 1 al- 
ways forge indorſements as well as the bill. 

A. Weil, take care you don't hurt your credit, by of- 
fering too much ſecurity.—Is Mr Faulkland returned? 

Fag. He is above, Sir, changing his dreſs, 

Ali. Can you teil whether he has been informed of Sir 
Aothony's and Miſs Melville's arrival 2 

Fag. I fancy not, Sir; he has ſeen no one ſince he came 
in, but bis gentleman, who was with him at Briſtol.—-{[ 
think, Sir, I hear Mr Faulkland coming down 

AB}. 1580 tell him, Jam here. 

Fag. s, Sir (going) I beg pardon, Sir, but ſhould 

Sir Anth _ i call, you wiil do me the favour to remember, 
that we are recruiting, if you pleaſe, 

Ai. Well, well. | 

Fag. And in tenderneſs to my character, if your honour 
could bring in the chairmen and waiters, I ſhall eſteem it 
as an obligation; for though 1 never ſcruple a lie to ſerve my 
maſter, yet it hurts one's conſcience to be found out. | Exit. 

AI. Now for my whimſical friend—if he does not know 
that his miſtreſs is here, ol teaſe him a little before J tell 
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Finter FAULKLAND. 
Feulkland, youre welcome to Bath again; you are punctual 
in Your retorn. 

Laut. Les; I had nothing to detain me, when 1 had 
5rified the buf neſs 1 went on. Well, what news ſince J 
left „cu? how fland matters between you and Lydia? 

AB Faith, much as they were; I have not ſeen her 
Luce cur quarrel; however, I expect to be recalled every 
our, . 

Faulk. Vl eor't you primes her to go off with you 
zt once? 

fe What, and leſe two-thirds of ber . ? You for- 
vet that, my friend — Ko, no, I could have brought her to 
| Hat long 220. 

fan}, Rey ther, you trifle tco lorg if you are ſure of 
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Vr, propoſe to the aunt in your own char aller, and write to 
Sir Anthony for his conſent, 
Af. Softly, ſofily, for though I am convinced my I: 'ttle 


Lydia would elope with me as Eaſian Beverley, yet am I by 


of 


no means certain that ſhe would take me with the wnpedt-. 


ment of our friend's conſent, a regular humdrum wed ling, 
and the reverſion of a good fortune on my fide ; no, no, 1 
muſt prepare her gra tdually for the diſcovery, and make my- 
ſelf neceſſary to her, before I rilk it.— Well, but Faulkland, 
voi dine with us to day at the Hotel? Sg 
Faulk, Indeed I cannot; 1 am not in ſpir rits to be of fuch 
2 party, 7 | 
| Af. By Heavens! I fall forſycar your company. You 


are the molt tealing, captious, incorrigigts 2 loger !—Dso love 
I;ke a man, wy * 
Faulk, J own I am unit for compatiy Se” 


Abſ. Am not I a lover; Nye, and a roman tig one 253 
Let do I carry every where Vir 1 me ſuch a confdanded far 
1470 of doubts, fears, hopes, wi! les, and all be flimiy fur 
niture of a country Miſs's bra! 


Tae Ah! Jack, your are and foul are not, like 


mi , fixed 1 INFN UC rab ly 032 828 O. 17 GUIs Ct. — Lou throw or 
ark 2 ſtake, but loſing— yon could (eke, and throw again 


9 


at 1 have ſet my fam cl be ppinefs on this caſt, and not 


* 


„ {yccecd, were to be {tr t F all 


90 But for Heaven's ſake! what grounds for appre- 


3 Ca n vou ww hinbca! br. in CORN Jure ED at pre 81e d 2 
aulk. What grounds tor ap 8 henſion did you y? Hea- 
wens! are there not a thouſand ! I fear for ber ſpirits—he 


* ©] 
2 - Mm 


Eeaith her life —Mz ablence may fret her; her anxiety for 


my Toturn, her fears for me, may opprefs her gentle temper.- 


And for her health dees not every hour bring me cauſ: to 
be alarmed > If it rains, ſome ſhower may even then have 
chulled her delicate frame !—17 the wind be keen, ſome rude 


| blaſt may have affected her! The heat of noon, the dews of 


the even; og, may 2 the life of her, for whom only 
I value mine. 0! Jack, when delicate and feeling ſouls arc 
ſepatated, there is not a featvre in the ſcy, not a oben 
of the Ges: not an aſpiration of the breeze, but hints 
ſome cauſe for a lover's apprehenſion | 


%%. Aye, but we may chuſe whether we will take che 
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up. [ Exit Fag. 


 faw the lady in queſiion ; and it is ridiculous enough to 


Jack, how do- thou? juſt arrived faith, as you ſee.— Sir, 


a nail of Caſt all the wey as long as the Mall. 
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Piat or not.— 80 then, Faul land, if you were convinced 
that Julia were w ell and in ſpirits, you would be entirely 
Copten“. 
Paull. I Mould be l. appy beyond meaſure—T am anxious 
only for that. 
1. Then to cure your anxiety at once-—Miſs Melville 
is in perfect health, and is at this moment in Bath. ; 
Foulkt, Nay, Jack—dor't trifle with me. | 
bf. She is arrived here with my father within this hour, 
. 4011. Can you be ſcrious? 
L. I thoupht you knew Sir Anthony better than to be 
C.rpr) ſed at a ſudden whim of this kind —8eriouſly then, it 
is as I tell you—upon my honcur. 
Hause. My dear friend ! biollo, Du Peigne my hat 
—my dear Jack—now notuing oa earth can give me a mo- 
ment's uneaſineſs. 


nter Fae. 
Tag. Sir, Mr Acres, juſt arrived, is below. 
4460 Stay, Faulkland, this Acres lives within a mile of 
Sir Anthony, and he ſhall tell you how your miſtreſs has 
. erer face you left her. — Fag, ſhew the gentleman 


Faulk. What, i is he much acquainted in the family ? ? 
ALF, O, very intimate: I inſiſt on your not going: be- 
faces, his character will divert yov. | 
Faul. Well, 1 ſhould like to aſle him a few queſtions. 
bj. He is likewiſe a rival of mine—that is of my other 
£1, for be does not thirk his friend Captain Abſolute ever 


bear him complein to me of one Beverley, a concealed ſculk- 
ing rival, who— 


Faulk. Huſhi — He's here. 


Enter Ackks. 
Acres. Hab, my dear friend, noble Captain, and honeſt 


your humble ſervant. Warm work on the roads, Jack 
Odds whips and wheels ? I've travelled like a Comet, with 


ALY, Ah ? Bub, you are indeed an excentric Fans but 
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we know your | attractions hither; give me leave to introduße 

Mr Faulkland to you; Mr Faulkland, Mr Acres. 

Acres. Sir, Jam moſt heartily glad to ſee you: Sir, I ſo- 
licir your connections. Hey, Jack—what this is Mr Faulk- 
land, who . 

Ab. Aye, Bob, Miſs Melville's Mr Faulkland. 

Acres. Od'ſo! ſhe and your father can be but juſt arrived 
before me—I ſuppoſe you have ſeen them. Ah! Mr 
Faulkland, you are indeed a happy man. 

Faulk. J have not ſeen Miſs Melville yet, Sir—T hope 
ſhe enjoyed full health and ſpirivs 1 in Devonſhire ? 

Acres. Never knew ber better in my life, Sir, — never het 
ter, —Odd's Bluſhes and wen | ſhe has been as healthy 
as the German Spa. 

Fault. Indeed i—L did hear that ne had been a little 

indiſpoſed. 

Acres. Falſe, falſe, Sir, only laid to vex you : Quite the 

reverſe I aſſure you. 

Faulk. There, Jack, you ſee ſhe has the adrantage. of me 
I almoſt fretted myſelf Ill. 

Ai. Now are you angry: With your miſtreſs for not hav- 
ing been ſick. a 

Taull No, no, you Sade ed me — et ſurely a 
halle trilling indiſpoſition is not an unnatural conſequence of 
avſerce from thoſe we love. Now confeſs—isn't there 
ſomething unkind in this violent, robuit, unfeeling health? 

e. O, it was s very unkind of her to be well in your ab 
lence to be ſure! 

Ares. Good apartments, Jack. 

Funk. Well, Sir, but you was ſaying Miſs Melvil! le has 
ven ſo exceedingly well—what then, ſhe has been merry and 
gay 1 ſuppoſe ! — Always? in ſpirits—hey? 

Meret. Merry, Odds Crickets ! ſhe has been the bell and 
ſpirit of the company wherever the has been —ſo lively and 
entertaining i Jo full of wit and humour! Page 

Fault. T here, Jack, there. —O, by my ſoul } there 18 an 
innzte levity in woman, chat nothing can overcome. hat! 

happy and I away! 

All, Have done: — bow fooliſh this ty. jalt now von- 
Were "only appretenfive for your miſtteſ.“ Hirits, 
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Fau't. Why, Jack, have I been the joy and ſpitit of the 
company. ; 

1b/. No, indeed, you have not. | 

Faulk. Have I been lively and entertaining? 

AA. O, upon my word, I acquit you. 

Faulk. Have I been full of wit and humour? 

Alſ. No, faith, to do you juſtice, you have been con- 
foundedly ſtupid indeed. 

Acres. What's the matter with the pentleman? _ 
 Abf. He is only expreſſing his great ſatisfaction at hear- 
ing Julia has been ſo well and happy—that's all—key, 
Faulkland, | 

Fault. Oh! Iam rejoiced to hear it—ycs, yes, ſhe has 
a hapfy diſpoiition ! | . 
Acres, That the bes indeed then ſhe is ſo accompliſhed 
— ſo {weet a voice—fo expert at her harpſichord—ſuch a 
miſtreſs of flat and fharp, fquallante, rumblante, and quiver- 
ante I—there was this time month—Odds Minums and 
Crotchets | how the did chirup at Mrs Piano's Concert. 
Faulk. There again, what ſay you to this? you ſee ſhe 
has been all mirth and fong—not a thovght of me ! 

Alſ. Pho! man, is not muſic the food of love? 

Fault. Well, well, it may be fo.—Pray, Mr, what's 
his d—d name :— Do you remember what ſongs Miſs Mel 
ville ſung 2. 

Acres. Not J indced.. 
Af. Stay now, there were ſome pretty, melancholy purl- 
ing {tream airs, I warrant ; perhaps you may recollect ; did 
ſhe fing—* When «bent from my ſouls delight 2” 
Actres. No that wa'n't it. 
Alf. Ori" Go, gentle gales - Co, gentle pales ! — 
fines). | 
; $20 O no! nothing like it. - Odds! now I recolle& 
one of them“ g heart's my own, my will is free.. — 
(hngs.) | | | 
 Fanulk. Fool! fool that I am ! to fix all my happineſs on 
ſuch a trifler ! 8'death ! to make herſelf the pipe and ballad 
monger of a circle! to ſoothe her light heart with catches 
and gives What can you ſay to this, Sir? 
Lf. Why, that 1 ſhould be glad to hear my miſtreſs had 
been 10 merry, Sir. 


i 


ſings. 
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| Faulk. Nay, nay, nay—T'm not. ſorry that ſhe has been 


} 


happy—n0, nog 1 am glad of that—I would not have her 


fad nor ſick—yet ſurely a ſympathetic heart would have 
fhewn itſelf even in the choice of a ſong—ſhe might have 
been temperately healthy, and ſomehowv plaintively gay j— 
but ſhe has been dancing too, I doubt not! 
Acres. What does the gentleman ſay about dancing? 
Al. He ſays the lady we ſpeak of dances as well as ſhe 
Acres. Aye truly, does ſhe—there was at our laſt race 
ball i | 
Faulk, Flell and the devil! There! there] told you 
ſo! I told you ſo! Oh! ſhe thrives in my abſence ! — Danc- 
ig! but her whole feelings have been in oppoſition wich 
mine ;—l have been anxious, ſilent, penſive, ſedentary - my 
days have been hours of care, my nights of watchfulneſs.— 
She has been all health! ſpirit ! laugh! ſong ! dance Oh! 
d—n'd, d—n'd levity ! 5 BEET 
Ai. For heaven's ſake! Faulkland, don't expoſe your- 
ſelf ſo.— Suppoſe ſhe has danced, what then ?—does not the 
ceremony of ſociety often oblige— 
Faulk, Well, well, Fil contain myſelf— perhaps as you 
lay—for form ſake.—What, Mr Acres, you were praiſing 
Miſs Melville's manner of dancing a minuet—hey ? | 
Acres. OI] dare inſure her for that—but what I was go- 
09 to ſpeak of was her Country dancing :—Odds ſwimmings! 
ihe has ſuch an air wich her! | | 
Fault. Now diſappointment on her !—defend this, Abſo. 
Jute, why don't you defend this !—Country-dances ! jiggs, 
and reels ! am I to blame now? A minuet I could have for- 
given—-1 ſhould not have minded that—I fay I ſhould not 
bave regarded a minuet—but, country-dances ! Z—ds ! had 
ſe made one in a cotillon—I believe J could have forgiven 
even that—-but to be monkey-led for a night to run the 
gauntlet throughaſtring of amorous palming puppies !—toſhew 
paces like a managed filly -O Jack, there never can be but 
one man in the world, whom a truly modelt and delicate 
woman ought to pair with in a country dance; and even then, 
the reſt of the couples ſhould be her great uncles and aunts | 
ALF. Aye, to be ſure l—grand-fathers and grand-mothers! 
#aulk.. If there be one vicious mind in the fer, *twill 
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ſpread like a contagion—the action of the pulſe beats to the 
laſcivious movement of the jigg—their quivering warm. 
vreath'd ſighs impregnate the very air—the atmoſphere be- 
comes electrical to love, and each amorous ſpark darts 
through every link of the chain I muſt leave yo2—I own 
J am ſomewhat flurrted—and that confounded looby has per- 


| ceived it. [ Going, 


£4bſ. Nay, but ſtay, Faulkland, and thank Mr Acres for 


his good news. 
Fault. Dn his news! [Exit Faulkland, 
Alf. Ha! ha! ha! poor Faulkland five minutes fince— 
* nothing on earth could give him a moment's uneaſineſs !”? 
Acres. The gentleman wa'n't angry at my praiſiag his 


_ miſtreſs, was he? 


AY. A little j=alous, I W Bob. 
Acres. Vou don't ſay ſo? Ha! ha! Aae of re—that 3 
2 good joke, 
Alf. There's nothing ſtrange in that, Bob ; let me tell 
you, that ſprigbily grace and inſtobatigg manner of your's 
i do ſome miſchief among the girls here. | 
Acres, Ah! vou joke—ha ! ha! miſchief—ha 1 ha ! but 
you know I am not my own property, my dear Lydia has 
foreſtalled me.—She could never abide me in the country, 
becaule I uſed to dreſs fo badly but odds frogs ard tam- 
bours ! I ſhan't take matters fo here—now ancient maqam 


has no voice in it—Vi make my old cloaths know who's 


maſter—TI ſhall ſtraitway caſhier the hunting frock—aud 
render my leather breeches incapable— My hair has been in 
training ſome time. 

Al. Indeed! 

Acres. Aye and tho'f the fide curls are a little reſtive;: 
my hind part takes it very kindiy. x 

Ab.. , you'll poliſh, I doubt not. 

Aers. Ab ſolutely I propoſe ſo— then if I can find out- 
this Enügn Beverley, odds triggers and ſlints! PII make 
him know che difference c't. 

Alj. Spoke like a man—but, pray, Bob, J obſerve you 
have got an odd kind oa new method of ſwearing 

Acres, Hal ha! yor*ve taken notice of it—tis genteeh. 
int it F—] didn't invent it myfelt though; but a con 
mander in our milidla—a great ſcholar, I aſſure vous; 


ITE RIVALS, 27 


that there 13 no meaning in the common oaths, and nothing 


but their antiquity makes them reſpectable; —becauſe, he 
ſays, the ancients would never {tick to an oath or two, but 
would ſay by Jove ! or by Bacchus! or by Mars! or by Ve- 
tus! or by Pallas! according to the ſentiment—ſo thattto 
ſwear with propriety, ſays my little Major, the © oath ſhould 


be an echo to the ſenſe;' and this we call the oath referen- 


tal, or ſeutimental ſwearing —ha! ba! ha: 'tis geatee!, 


isn't it? | 

Alſ. Very genteel, and very new indeed —and ] dare ſay 
will ſupplant all other figures of imprecation. 

Acres. Aye, aye, the belt terms will grow obfulete— 
Damns have had their day. 


Enter Tac. 


Fag. Sir, there is a gentleman below deſires to {ce you | 


—Sball I ſhew him into the parlour ? 
Abſ. Aye—you may. 5 
Acres. Well, I muſt begone 
ABſ. Stay; who is it Fag ? 

Fag. Your father, Sir. 


ly? Exit Far. 


Acres. You have ſome buſineſs with Sir Anthony. —I ex- 


pet a meſſage from Mrs Malaprop at my lodgings— 1 have 
ent alſo to my dear friend Sir Lucius O' Trigger. — Adieu, 


Jack, we muſt meet at night, when you ſhall give à dozen 


bumpers to little Lydia. 


Abſ. That L will with all my heart. [ Exit, Acres. 


Now for a parental le&ure—I hope he has heard nothing 
of the buſineſs that has brought me here—l wiſh the gout 
bad held him faſt in Deyonſhire, with all my ſoul ! 


| Enter Sin ANTHONY. . 

Sir, I am delighted to ſee you here; and looking fo well ! 
your ſudden arrival at Bath made me apprehenſise for 
your health. 

Sir Anth. Very apprehenſive, I dare favs, Jack. What, 
ou are recruiting here, hey? 

4%. Yes, Sir, I am on duty. 
dir Anth, Well Jack, I am gled to ſee you, though I dit 


Al. You puppy, why didn't you ſhew him up direct- 
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grow old and infirm, and ſhall probably not trouble you long. 


19 


your commiſſion, and what I have hitherto allowed you, is 


therefore, to fix you at once in a noble independence. 


—ard you ſhal] be maſter of a large eſtate in a few weeks. 


not expreſs the ſenſe I have of your munificence.—Yet, Sit, 


Tore ? 
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not expect it, for I was going to write to you on a little 

matter of buſigeſs Jack, I have been conſidering that [ 
1 

Alſ. Pardon me, Sir, I never ſaw you look more ſtrong 

and hearty ; and I pray frequently that you may continsz 


Sir Anti, I hope your prayers may be heard, with all 
ray heart. Well then Jack, LI have been conſidering that L 
am fo {irony and hearty, I may continue to plague you 2 
long time.—Now, Jack, 1 am ſenſible that the income of 


but a {mall pittance for a lad of yourſpirit. 
Adbſ. Sir, you are very good. 
Sir Anib. And it is my wiſh, while yet I live, to hare 
my boy make ſome figure in the world. —-I have reſolved, 


Al. Sir, your kindneſs oyerpowers me—ſach generoſity 
makes the gratitude of reaſon more lively than the ſenſations 
even of filial affection. 5 

Sir Anth. J am glad you are fo ſenſible of my attention 


Alf. Let my future life, Sir, ſpeak my gratitude ; I can- 


I preſume you would pot wiſh me to quit the army? 
Ser Auth. O, that ſhall be as your wife chuſes. 
Alſ. My wife, Sir | 
Sir Anth. Aye, aye, ſettle that between you—ſettle that 

between you. 
Abf. A wife, Sir, did you ſay? _ | 

Sir Auth. Aye, a wiſe—why did I not mention her be- 


Abſ. Not a word of her, Sir. 

Sir Anth. Odd fo !—1 muſtn't forget ber though, —Yc 
Jeck, the independence I was talking of is by 4 mar 
the fortune is ſaddled with a wife—but I ſuppole that axe 
no difference. 

AlLj. Sir! Sir! you amaze me! 3 

Sin Anth. Why, what the devil's-the matter with the 100 
Joſt now you were all gratitude and duty. 

Alſ. J was, Sir, you talked to me of independence and a 
fortune, but not a word of a wife, 
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dir Anib. Why—what difference does that make? Odd's 
life, Sir! if you have the eſtate, you muſt take it with the 
lire ſtock on it, as it ſtands. 

Alſ. If my happinels is to be the price, 1 muſt beg leave 
to decline the purchaſe, Pray, Sir, who is the lady ? 

Sir Anth, What's that to you, Sir?—Come, give me 
your promiſe to love, and to marry her directly. 

Al.. Sure, Sir, this is not very reaſonable, to ſummon 
my otfeRions for a lady I know nothing of. 

Sir Auth. J am ſure, Sir, *tis more unreaſonable in you 
to objec to a lady you know nothing of! 

Abſ. Then, Sir, I muſt tell you plainly, that my in- 
elinations are fixed on another —my heart is engaged to an 
angel. 

Si Anth. Then pray let it ſend an excuſe. —lt is very 
forry—but buſineſs prevents its waiting on her. 

Abſ. But my vows are pledged to her. 

Sir Anth. Let her forecloſe, Jack ; let her forecloſe ; they 
zre not worth redeeming ; beſides, you have the angel's 
rows in exchange, I ſuppoſe ; fo there can be no loſs there. 

Alſ. You muſt excuſe me, Sir, if J tell you, once for all, 
that in this point I cannot obey you. 

Sir Anth. Hark'ee, Jack ;—L have heard you for ſome 
time with patience— I have been cool, — quite cool; but take 
cure you know I am compliance itſelf— when 1 am not 
thwarted ;—no one more eaſily led-when I have my on 
way but don't put me in a frenzy. 

Alf. Sir, I muſt repeat it—in this I cannot obey you. 

der Anth. Not dn me! if ever I call you Fack again 
wile L live 1 

41. Nay, Sir, but hear me. 

Str Anth. Sir, I won't hear a word— got a word ! nct 
one word! ſo give me your promiſe by a nod—and I'II tell 
jeu what, Jack— I mean, you dog—it you don't by.— 

£0, What, Sir, promiſe to link myſelf to ſome mats of 
uglineſs! to 

Sir Anth. Z — ds! ſirrah ! the lady ſhall be as oply 3s 
| chooſe 3 ſhe ſhall have a hump on each ſhoulder ; ſhe ſhall 
be as crooked as the Creſcent; her one eye ſhall roll like 
the Bull's in Cox's Muſzeur—ſhe ſhall have a flin like 2 
mummy, ard the beard of a Jew—ſhe ſhall oo all this, Gre 
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rah ! yet I'll make you ogle her all day, and fit ap all nigui 
to write ſonnets on her beauty. 5 

HA. This is reaſon and moderation indeed! 
Sir Auth. Nene of your ſneering, puppy! no grianing, 
jackanapes ? py = 

Abſ. Indeed, Sir, I never was in a worſe humour for 
mirth in my life. En, es 

Sir Auth. *Tis falſe, Sir, I know you are laughing in your 
fleeyve.; I know you'll grin when I am gone, ſirrah! ; 

Alſ. Sir, I hope 1 know my duty better. 

Sir Anth. None of your paſſion, Sir! none of your vio- 
lence; if you pleaſe—lIt won't do with me, I promiſe you, 
A. Indeed, Sir, I never was cooler in my lite. 

Sir Auth. Tis a confounded lie !—I know you are in 4 
paſſion in your heart; I know you are, you hypocritical 
young dog! but it won't do. | 

Alſ. Nay, Sir, upon my word. 
Sir Anth. So you will fly out! can't you be cool, like me! 


What the devil good can Paſſion do! Paſſion is of no ſervice, 
you impudent, inſolent, overbearing reprobate . There you 


ſneer again — don't provoke me !—but you rely upon the 
mildneſs of my temper—you do you dog! you play upon the 
meekneſs of my diſpoſition !—Yet take care the patience 
of a ſaint may be overcome at lait !——but mark ! I give you 
{ix hours and a half to conſider of this; if you then agree 
without any condition, to do every thing on earth that J 
chuſe, why confound you: I may in time forgive you-—lf not 
Z ds! don't enter the ſame hemiſphere with me! don't 
Gare to breathe the ſame air, or uſe the ſame light with ge; 


but get an atmoſphere and a ſun of your own | II! (trip you 
of your commiſſion'; I'll lodge a five and-three pence, in the 


hands of truſtees, and you ſhall live on the intereſt— I'll 
difown you, Vil diftakerit you! and d—n me! if ever [ 
call you Jack apain ! | [ Exit Sir Anib. 


ARSOLUTE ſolus, . 

ALF. Mild, gentle, conſiderate ſather—T kiſs you hands 
— Whata tender method of giving his opinion in thets 
matters Sir Anthony has! I dare not truſt him with the 
trith,—i wonder what old wealthy hag it is that he war's 
10 beſtow on me!—yct he married himſelf for love! and we? 
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was in his youth a bold intriguer, and a gay companion! 


No nter Fac. : | 
Fag. Aſſuredly, Sir, your father is in wrath to a degree; he 
comes down ſtairs eight or ten ſteps at a time—muttering, 
growling, and thumping the banniſters all the way; 1, and 
the cook's dog, ſtand bowing at the door—rap ! he gives 
me a ſtroke on the head with his cane; bids me carry that 
to my maſter, then kicking the turuſpit into the area, d—ng 
us all for a puppy triumvirate: Upon my credit, Sir, were I 
in your place, and found my father ſuch very bad company, 
I ſhould certainly drop his acquaintance, _ 

_ Abſe. Ceaſe your impertinence, Sir, at preſent. Did you 

come in for nothing more? Stand out of the way! 
| Os L Puſhes him aſide and exit, 


- 15 Fa /olus. On 
Fag. Soh | Sir Anthony trims my maſter ; he is afraid to 
reply to his father—then vents his ſpleen on poor Fag. 
When one is vexed by one perion, to revenge one's {elf on 
another, who happens to come in the way—is the vileſt in- 
jaltice: Ah! it hews the worſt temper—the baſeſt 


ES Enter ExRAND Boy. | 
Boy. Mr Fag ! Mr Fag! your matter calls you. 
Fog, Well! you little, dirty puppy, you need not bau! 
ſo ! — the meaneit diſpoſition ! the 
Boy. Quick, quick, Mr Fag. 
Fag. Quick ! quick! you impudent jackanapes! am I to 
e commanded by you too? you little impertinent, inſolent, 
kitchen bred [sii zicking and beating him, 


SCENE II. The Nerth Parade. 


Enter Luer. 

Lucy. 80— l ſhall have aonther rival to add to my miſtreſs's 
liſt Captain Abſolute, —— However, I ſhall not enter his 
Game till my parſe has received notice in form. Poor Acres 
Is diſmiſſed !— Well, I have done him a laſt friendly office, 
ig letting him Know that Beverley was here before him 
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Sir Lucius is generally more punctual, when be expect to 


hear from his dear Delia, as he calls her :—1 wonder he's 
not here ! —f hare a little ſcruple of conſcience from this de. 


ceit; though I ſhould not be paid fo well, if my hero knew 


that Delia was near fiſty, and her own miltreſs, 


Frizr Sis Lucius Of Tarcars, 
Sir Luc. Ha! my little ambaſſadreſs—upon my Sat 


IJ have been looking tor you; I have been on the South Par- 


120 this half hour. 

Tucy. {Speaking ſimply O gemini! and I have been wait 
ing for your worſhip on the North. 

Sir J., Faith! may be, that was the reaſon we did not 
meet; aad it is very comical too, how you could go out and 
1 not ſec you for I was only taking a nap at the Parade 
Coffee-houſe, and I chooſe the avindow on purpole 1 that 1 
might not miſs you. 

Lucy. My ſtars! Now I's wager a a ſixpence L went 5 
while you were aſlzep. 

Sir Z.. Sure enough it muſt have been ſo—and I never 
dreamt it was fo late, till I waked. Well, but my little 
girl, have you got nothing for me? 

Lucy. Yes, but I haye—Pve got a letter for you in my 

0cket, 

Sir L. O faith! I N you weren t come empty land- 
ed—well—let me ſee whar the dear creature ſays. 

Lucy. There, Sir Lucius. ( Gives him a letter). 

Sir L. (Reads) “ Sir there is often a ſulden incentive pulſe 
in hove, that has greater indudtion than years of domeſtic con- 
* bination : uch was the commotion 1 felt at the for 7 ſuperfluous 
veto of Sir Lucius O Trigger.“ Very pretty, upon my word. 
* Female purtuation for ids me to ſay more; yet let me adi, 
s that it will give me joy infallible to find Sir Lucius worthy 

* the laſt criterion of my affeions. 

DEL.” 


| pou my conſcience ! Lucy, your Lady is a 2 oreat miltreſs 
of language. Faith ſhes quite the queen of the dictionary 


for the devil a word date refuſe coming at her callthougi 
one would think jt was quite 2 of hesring. 
Leg Aye, Sb, a lady of her experience. 
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Sir L. Experience! what at ſ-venteen ? 

Lucy. O nos Sir but then the reads ſo—my ſtars! how. 
ſue will read off ban: Qs 

Sir L. Faith, ſhe muſt be very deep read to write this 

way—though the is rather an arbitrary Writer too fer here 
are a great many poor words prelied into the fervice of this 
note, that would: get their habeas. corpus from any court in 
Chriſtendom. 

Lucy. Ah! Sir Lucius, if you were to hear how ſhe alk 
of you ! 

Sir IJ. O tell her, I'll make 10 the be {/t huſband in the 
world, and Lady O' Trigger into the bargain i—but we mult 
get the old gentle wons; an's contenu and do every thing 
larly, | 


Lucy. Nay, Sir Lucius, I rhought you wa'n't rich e- 
nough to be nice! | 

. Upon my word, young woman, you have hit it * 
—1 am ſo poor, that 1 can't afford to do a dirty action. 
If I did not want money, I'd, fteal your miſtrets and her 
fortune with a great deal of leaſure.— However, my pretty 
girl, (gives her money, ) here's à little lom netiving to buy you a 
ribband; 3 and meet me in the evening, and Pl] give you an an- 
ſver to this. So, huſly, take a kils betore-hand, to put 
you in mind. LA. es ber. 

Lucy, O lud! Sir Lucius I never ſeed ſuch a gemman! 
my lady won't like you if you're fo impudent. 

Sir L. Faith ſhe will, Lucy the ſame—phO! what's the 
name of it: Modęſiy /—is a quality in a lover mors praiſed 
by the women than 1ked ; 10, if your miſtreſs aſks you whether 
vir Lucius ever gave you a kiſs, tell her fifty—my dear. 

Lucy. What, would you have me tell her a lie? 

Sir L. Ah then, you baggage « I'll make it a truth pre- 
ſor fi 

Lucy. For ſhame now; here is ſome one coming. 

Sir L. O faith, Pl quiet your conſcience : 


x { Sees Fac.—Exit Pumming @ lune. 


Enter Fac. . 
Fag. So, ſo, Ma'am. I hurably beg pardon. 
Lucy. O lud now, Mr Fag-—you flurry one fo. 
Fag. Come, come, Lucy, here's no one bye—ſo a little 
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of my connection with her yet a-while.— He has too fum- 
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Jets Grplicity, with a grain or two more ſincerity, if yo 
pleale———You play falle with us, Madam. | ſaw you | 
give the Baroner a letter. —My maſter ſhall know this—and 
if he don't call him oat—T will. 
Lug, Ha! ha! ha! you gentlemen's gentlemen are ſo 
haſty, — That letter was from Mrs Malaprop, ſimpleton.— 
She is taken with Sir Lucius's addreſs, 
Jag. How ! what taſtes ſome people bave !—Why ] ſup- 
poſe | tave walked by her window an hundred times.—But 
what ſays our young lady? Any meſſage to my maſter ? 
4. 7 gey. Sad news: Mr Fag.—A worſe rival than Acres . 
ur Anthony Abſolute has propoſed his fon. 
py What, Captain Abſolute ? 
Jincy. Even ſo.— overheard it all. 
Fag. Ha! ba! ba! very good, faith, —Good bye, Lan, 
L mult away with this news. 
Lucy. Well—you may Jaugh—but it is true, 1 aſſure 
vou. __ | Gomg.} 
Pnt—Mr Fag—tell your cakes not to be caſt down by this, 
Fag. O, vo be 1 diſconſolate! 
Lucy. And charge him not to think of * with 
young Abſolute. 
Fug. Never fear !—never fear! 
Lucy Be ſure—bid him keep up his ſpirits. 
Fag. We will-we will. . ſeveral. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. The North Parade. 
Enter An$S0LUTE. 


f. TS) juſt as Fag told me, indeed, —Whioſical a 
= falth 1 My father wants to force me to marry the 
very girl I am plotting to run away with! He muſt not know 


mary a method of proceeding in theſe matters, —However, I 'll 
read my recantation inſtantly.— My converſion is ſomething 
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| ſudden, indeed—but I can aſſure him it is very ſincere, 
80, ſo, —here he comes.—He looks plaguey gruff. 
| [ Steps aſide. 
's Enter Sit AxTHONY. 
Sir Anth. No- I'll die ſooner than forgive him. Die, 
did 1 fay ? I'll live theſe fifty years to plague him. At our 
Jaſt meeting, his impudence had almoſt put me our of temper. 
—An obſtinate, paſſionate, ſelf-willed boy !—Who can he 
take after? This is my retarn for getting him before all his 
brothers and ſiſters! — for putting him, at twelve years old, 
into a marching regiment, and allowing him fifty pounds a- 
year, beſides his pay, ever ſince ! — But I have done with 
him ;—he's any body's fon for me. —I never will ſee him 
more, —never—never—never— never. 
Alf. Now for a penitential face. 
Sir Anth. Fellow, get out of my way. 
Alf. Sir, you ſee a penitent before you, \ 
Sir Anth. I ſee an impudent ſcoundrel before me. 
Lf. A ſincere penitent.—I am come, Sir, to acknow- 
ledge my error, and to ſubmit entirely to your will, 
Sir Anth, What's that? | 
Alſ. J have been revolving, and reflecting, and conſider- 
ing on your paſt goodneſs, and kindneſs, and condeſcenſion 
to me, „ 
Sir Ani. Well, Sir? 
Af. 1 have been likewiſe weighing and balancing wha 
vou were pleaſed to mention concerning duty, and obedience, 
and authority. PTR 
Sir Anth. Well, puppy ? 
A. Why then, vir, the reſult of my reflections ig—a re- 
folution to ſacrifice every inclination of my own to your ſa- 
tis faction. 
Sir Auth, Why now, you talk ſenſe—abſolute ſenſe—F 
never heard any thing more ſenüble 1a my lite. - Confound 
Jou ; you ſhall be Jack again. OE. 
A. J am happy in the appellation. | 
Sia Anl. Why, then, Jack, my dear Jack, I will now 
inform you who the lady really is. —-Nothing bat your 
pathon and violence, you filly fellow, prevented my telling 
you at firſt. Prepare, Jack, for wonder and rapture - pre- 
PRtC, = What think you we. Mils Lydia Languiſh ? 9 
3 
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AD. Languiſh ! What, the Languiſhes of Worceſterſhire ? 
Sir Anth. Worceſterſnire! No. Did you ever meet Mrs 
Malaprop and her niece, Miſs Languiſh, who came into our 
country juſt before you were laſt ordered to your regiment ? 

Abſ. Malaprop ! Languiſh! I don't remember ever to 
have heard the names before. Yet, ftay—T think I do re. 
collect ſomething. Languiſo! Languiſh ! She ſquints, 
don't ſhe ? — A little red-haired pirl. e 

Sir Anth, Squints !=——A red-haired girl! — 2 ds! 
no. 5 | | 
= Then I muft have forgot ; it can't be the ſame 
erſon. 

Sir Auth. Jack! Jack! what think you of blooming, love- 
breathing ſeventeen ? | | - | 

AV. As to that, Sir, T am quite indifferent. If I can 

pleaſe you in the ma'ter, ?tis all J deſire. 
Sir Anth, Nay, but Tick, ſuch eyes! ſuch eyes! ſo in- 
nocently wild! fo baſhfully irreſolute! Not a glance but 
ſpeaks and kindles fome thought of love! Then, Jack, her 
cheeks ! her cheeks, Jack ! fo deeply bluſhing at the inſinu- 
ations of her tale-tell eyes! Then, Fack, ber lips !—O Jack, 
lips ſmiling at their own diſcretion 3. aud if not ſmiling, 
more ſweetly pouting; more lovely in ſullenneſs! 

Abſ. That's ſhe indeed. Well done, old gentleman. 

Sir Anth. Then, Jack, her neck. — O Jack ! Jack! 

Abſ. And which is to be mine, Sir, the Niece or the 
Aunt? 

Sir Anth, Why, you unfeeling, inſenſible puppy, I deſpiſe 
Fou. When I was of your age, ſuch a deſcription Would 
have made me fly like a rocket ! The Aunt, indeed I- Odds 

life! when I ran away with your mother, I would not have 
touched any thing old or ugly to gain an empire. 

Af, Not to pleaſe your father, Sir? 

Sir Anth. Fo pleaſe my father !——Z—ds-! not to 
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leaſe 0 my father Oddſo! — yes - yes; 

if my father indeed had defired=——that's quite another 
matter Toho* he wa'n't the indulgent father that 1 
am, Jack. | ; 


Alſ. 1 dare ſay not, Sir. 3 ; 
Sir A. But, Jack, you are not ſorry to find your miſtreſs 
3s ſo beautiful. 5 


THE RIVALS, 37 


Alf. Sir, I repeat it; if I pleaſe you in this affair, 'tis all 
1 defire. Not that I think a woman the worſe for being 
handſome ; but, Sir, if you pleaſe to recolle&, you before 
hinted ſomething of a hump or two, one eye, and a few 
more graces of that kind—now, without being very nice, I 
own 1 ſhould rather chooſe a wife of mine to have the uſual 
number of limbs, and a limited quantity of back! and tho? 
ene eye may be very agreeable, yet as the prejudice has al- 
ways run in favour of to, I would not wiſh to affect a ſin- 
oularity in that article. 9 0 3 

Sir A. What a phlegmatic ſot it is! Why, ſitrrah, you're 
an Anchorite !—a vile inſenſible ſtock.— Vou a ſoldier !— 
You're a walking block, fit only to duſt the company's re- 
gimentals on I- Odds life! I've a great mind to marry the 
gir! myſelf! . l 

Alf. J am entirely at your diſpoſal, Sir; if you ſhould 
think of addreſſing Miſs Languiſh yourſelf, I ſuppoſe you 
would have me marry the Aunt; or if you ſhould change 
your mind, and take the old lady—tis the ſame to me— 101 
marry the Niece. = 

Sir A. Upon my word, Jack, thou'rt either a very great 
hypocrite, or but, come, I know your indiffereace on 
ſuch a ſubject muſt be all a lie I'm ſure it muſt—come, con- 
feſs, Jack—you- have been lying—ha'n't you? You have. 
been playing the hypocrite, hey !—DPl never forgive you, 
if you ha'n't been lying and playing the hypocrite. 

Ab. I'm ſorry, Sir, that the reſpect and duty which I 
bear to you ſhould: be ſo miſt aken. 

Sir A. Hang your reſpect and duty! But, come along 
with me, I'll write a note to Mrs Malaprop, and you ſhall 
viſit the lady directly. Her eyes ſhall be the Promethian 
torch to you,—come along, Ii! never forgive you, if you 
don't come back ſtark mad with rapture and impatience— 


if you don't, egad, I'll marry the girl myſelf! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IT. Juirs's Dreſſing-room. 


 FAULKLAND, /olus. | 
Faulk, They told me Julia would return dircQly ; I 
wonder ſhe is not yet come! How mean does this captioue, 
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unſatisfied temper of mine appear to my cooler judgment! 
Yet I know not that I indulge it in any other point: bu: 
on this one ſubject, and to this one ſubject, whom I think 
1 love beyond my life, I am ever ungraciouſly fretful, and 
madly capricious !—I am conſcious of it-yet I cannot cor- 
rect myſelt! What tender honeſt joy ſparkled in her eyes 
when we met !—How delicate was the warmth of her ex- 
preſſions!— I was aſhamed to appear leſs happy—though I 
| had come reſolved to wear a face of coolneſs and upbraiding. 
vir Anthony's preſence prevented my propoſed expoſtala- 
tions :—yet 1 mult be ſatisfied that ſhe has not been ſo very 
happy in my abſence. —She is coming - Ves !—] know the 
nimbleneſs of her tread, when ſhe thinks her impatient 
Faulkland counts the moments of her ſtay. 


Enter Juli. 

Julid. J had not hop'd to ſee you again ſo ſoon. | 
Faulk, Could IJ, Julia, be contented with my firſt wel- 
come—reſtrained as we were by the preſence of a third 
perſon ? . | ST 5 

Julia. O Faulkland, when your kindneſs can make me 
thus happy, let me not think that I diſcovered ſomething of 
coldneſs in your firſt ſalutation. f 5 

Fault. Tas but your fancy, Julia.— I 'evas rejoiced to 
Tre you—to ſee you in ſuch health Sure I had no cauſe for 
caldnels 7 :-..-; uz 

Julia. Nay then, I ſee you have taken ſomething ill.— 
You muſt not conceal from me what it is. 4 

Faulk, Well, then—ſhall I own to you that my joy at 
hearing of your health and your arrival here, by your neigh- 
bour Acres, was ſomewhat damped by his dwelling much 
on the high ſpirits you had enjoyed in Devorſhire—on your 
mirth—your firging—dancing, and I know not what — 
For ſuch is my temper, Julia, that I ſhould regard every 
mirthful moment in your abſence as a treaſon to conſtancy : 
— The mutual tear that ſteals down the cheek of parting 
lovers is a compact, that no ſmile ſhall live there till they 
meet again. 1 | 5 

Julia. Mutt I never ceaſe to tax my Faulkland with this 
tealing minute caprice Can the idle reports of a lilly boot 
welgl in your brealt againit my tried affection ? 0 
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Fault. They have no weight with me, Julia: No, no—I 


am happy if you have been ſo—yet only ſay, that you did 


not ſing with mirih—ſay that you 7hought of Faulkland in 
the dance. „5 

Julia. I never can be happy in your abſence.— If I wear 
a countenance of content, it is to ſhew that my mind holds 
no doubt of my Faulkland's truth.— If I ſeem'd ſad—it were 
to make malice triumph; and fay, that I had fixed my heart 
on one, who left me to lament his roving, and my own cre- 
dulity.—Beliere me, Faukland, I mean not to upbraid you, 
when I fay, that I have often drefſed ſorrow in ſmiles, Jeſt 
my friends ſhould gueſs whoſe unkindneſs had cauſed my 
ears, os 
Faulk. You were ever all goodneſs to me.—I am a brute, 
when I but admit a doubt of your conſtancy ! 
Julia. If ever without ſuch cauſe from you, as I will not 
ſuppoſe poſſible, you find my affections veering but a point, 
ney I become a proverbial ſcoff for levity, and baſe ingrati- 
tude, | | | 

Faulk, Ah! Julia, that laſt word is grating to me. I 
would I had no title to your gratitude! Search your heart, 
Julia; perhaps what you have miſtaken for love, is but the 
warm effuſion of a too thankful heart! 

Julia. For what quality muſt I love you ? 


Faulk. For no quality! To regard me for any quality of | 
mind or underſtanding, were only to gſeem me. And for 


perfon—T have often wiſh'd myſelf deformed, to be convinc- 
' that I owed no obligation ere for any part of your affec- 
jon. OT 
Julia. Where Nature has beſtowed a ſhew of nice atten- 
ton in the features of a man, he ſhould laugh at it, as miſ- 
placed. J have ſeen men, who in this vain article, perbaps, 
might rank above you; but my heart never aſked my eyes 
if it were ſo or not. 1 

Faulk. Now this is not well rom you, Julia. — ] deſpiſe 
perſon in a man—yet, if you lov'd me as 1 wiſh, though I 
were an Æthiop, you'd think none ſo fair. 

Julia. 1 ſee you are determined to be unkind— The con- 
ira?, which my poor father bound us in, gives you more than 
a lover's privilege, | 


Fault, Again, Julia, you raiſe ideas that feed and juſtify 
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my doubts.—— ] would not have been more free—no--t 
am proud of my reſtraint. Let —yet— perhaps your high 
reſpect alone for this ſolemn compact has fettered your incli. 
nations, which elſe had made a worthier choice. How 
jhall I be ſure, had you remained unbound in thought and 
promiſe, that I ſhould ſtill have been the object of your per- 
ſereriog love! 8 5 = 
Julia. Then try me now. Let us be free as ſtrangers as 
to what is paſt : my beart will not feel more liberty! 
Fault. There now! fo haſty, Julia! fo anxious to be 


free 2—If your love for me were fixed and ardent, you 


would not loſe your hold, even though I wiſh'd it 1 
Julia. O! you torture me to the heart! I cannot bear it. 
Faul. I do not mean to diſtrefs you.—If I loy'd you leſs, 
J ſhould never give you an uneaſy moment. — But hear me 
Amy fretful doubts ariſe from this—Women are no. 
uſed to weigh, and ſeparate the motives of their affe ctions :t 
"Lhe cold dictates of prudence, gratitude, or filial duty, may 
ſometimes be miltakep for the pleadings of the heart, —l 
would not boaſt—yet let me ſay, that I have neither age, 
perſon, or character, to found diſlike on; my fortune ſuch, 
as few ladies could be charged with indiſcretion in the match. 


e Julia! when /ove receives ſuch countenance from pru- 


dence, nice minds will be ſuſpicious of its birth. 
Julia. 1 know not whither your inſinuations would tend: 
— Bur as they ſeem preſſing to ipſult me— I will ſpare you 


the regret of having done ſo.— have given you no cauſe for 


this! 8 TY [Exit in tears 
Faulk. In tears! ſtay, Julia: ſlay but for a moment. 


The door is faſtened Julia ;—my loul—but for one mo- 


ment: I hear her ſobbing.—*Sdeath ! what a brute am I to 
uſe her thus! Yet ſtay.— Aye—ſhe is coming now: —hoV 
little reſolution there is in woman !—how a few ſoft words 
can turn them ! No, faith: ſhe is not coming either. 
hy, Julia—my love my love—ſay but that you for- 
give me - come but to tell me thit—now, this is being 700 
reſentful : ſtay ! ſhe is coming to—I thought ſhe would 


n. fleadineſs in any thing! her going away muſt have been a 
mere trick then—ſhe ſha'n't fee that I was hurt by it. Fl 


aſfect indifference—(hums a tune e then liens) No 
Z ds: fhe's not coming '—nor don't intend it, I ſoppoſe. 


bow — — 
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This 15 not Readineſs, but eb/tinacy + Yet 1 deſerve 1 
What + after ſo long an abſence, to quarrel with her tender- 
neſs 't was barbarous and unmanly :-—I ſhould be aſham- 
ed to ſee her now. — I'll wait till her Juſt reſentment is abat- 
ed—and when 1 diſtreſs her ſo again, may I Ioſe her for 
ever! and be linked inſtead to ſome antique virago, whoſe 
onawing paihons, and long hoarded ſpleen, ſhall make me 
curſe my folly half the day, and all the night. | [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Ars Matarror's Lodging. 


Mrs MaLlareRoe, <vith a letter in ber hand, and Captain 
ABSOLUTE. | . 
Mrs Mal. Your being Sir Anthony's ſon, Captain, 
would itſelf be a ſufficient accommodation ; but from the in- 
2:ovity of your appearance, I am convinced you deſerve the 
character here given of you. N 75 
Alſ. Permit me to ſay, madam, that as I never yet have 
had the pleaſure of ſeeing Miſs Languiſh, my principal in- 
ducement in this affair at preſent is the honour of being alli- 
ed to Mrs Malaprop; of whoſe intellectual accompliſhments, 


elegant manners, and unaffected learning, no tongue is ſilent, 


Mrs Mal. Sir, you do me infinite honour I beg, Cap- 
tain, you'll be ſeated.— (Sit) — Ah! few gentlemen, now a» | 
days, know how to value the ineffectual qualities in a wo- 
man! few think how a little knowledge becomes a gentle- 
Woman !—— Men have no ſenſe now but for the worthleſs flo. 
wer of beauty ! - | 

48. It is but too true indeed, ma'am; —yet 1 fear our 


ladies ſhould ſhare the blame—they think eur admiration of 


beauty fo great, that ænooledge in them would be ſuperfluous. 
Thus, like garden trees, they ſeldom ſhew fruit, till time 
bas robb'd them of the more ſpecions bloſſom.— Few, like 
Mrs Malaprop and the orange tree, are rich in both at once! 

Ars Mal. Sir you overpower me with good breeding 
He is the very pine apple of politeneſs! You are not igao- 
rant, Captain, that this giddy girl has ſomehow contrived to 
x ker affections on a beggarly ſtrolling, eve's-dropping Eu- 
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ſign, whom none of us have ſeen, and nobody knows any 
„„ „ . 

A. O, I have heard the ſilly affair before. — I'm not at 
all prejudiced againſt her on that account. 6 | 

Mrs Mal. You are very good, and very conſiderate, Cap- 
tain.— I am ſure I have done every thing in my power ſince 
Lexploded the affair! long ago I laid my poſitive conjunec- 
tions on her, never to think on the fellow again — l have 
ſince laid Sir Anthony's prepoſition before her; —but, I am 


ſorry to ſay, the ſeems reſolved to decline every particle that 


Ahl. It mult be very diſtreſſing, indeed, ma%am. 
Mrs Mal. Ob! it gives me the hydroſtatics to ſuch a 
degree — l thought ſhe had perſiſted from correſponding with 
him; but, behold, this very day, I have interceded ano- 
ther letter from the fellow; I believe I have it in my poc- 
ket. | * | | | 
Alſ. O the devil! my laſt note. [ Afede. 
Mrs Mal. Aye, here it is. 
Abſ, Aye, my note indeed: O the little traitreſs Lucy, 
F 1 ULAſidt. 
Mrs Mal. There, perhaps, you may know the writing, 
3 | [ Gives him the letter, 
Alf. I think I have ſeen the hand before—yes I certain- 


ly muſt have ſeen this hand before 


Mrs Mal. Nay, but read it, Captain. TO 

A. ( Reads) My ſoul's idol, my ador'd Lydia!“ 
Very tender, indeed ! 

Mrs Mal. Tender! aye and prophane too, o' my con- 


Alf. I am exceſſively alarmed at the intelligence you ſend 


6 me, the more ſu as my new rival” mm | 


Mrs Mul. Tbat's you Sir, - 

Abſ. Has univerſally the character of being an accompliſl- 
ed gentleman, and a man of honour.” — Well, that's hand- 
ſome enough. 1 

Mrs Mal. O, the fellow has ſome deſign in writing 
ſo.— 

Ab. That he had, I'll anſwer for him ma'am. 

Mrs Maul. But go on, Sir—yowl ſee preſently. 
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41 « As for the old ve atber-beater Se- dragon who guards 
Who can he mean by that? 

Mrs Mal. Me, Sir,—m2—he means me e bt do 
you think now ?—but go on a little further. 

A. Impudent ſcoundrel 1—* Ir fox! go hard but I wil 
© eturle her vigilance, as I am told that the ſans ridiculous dan- 
t ity, ewhich makes her dre/5 up her coarſe features, and alot | 
© her dull chat with hard words ooh, be don't underſtand 

Mr Mal. There, Sir, an attack upon my language! 
what do you think of that? —an aſperſion upon my parts of 
ſpeech ! was ever ſuch a brue! Sure if 1 reprehend any 
thing in this world, it is the uſe of my oracular tongue, and 
a nice derangement of epitaphs ! 

Alf. He deſerves to be hang'd and quarter'd! let me lle 
—— {ame ridiculous vanity — 

Mrs Mal. You need not read it again, Sir. 

Abſ. I beg pardon, Ma'am; “ dyes alſo lay her open 10 
© the groſſeſt deceptions from flattery and pretended admiration”? 
— impudent coxcomb l“ f that { have a ſcheme to ſee 

6 pou ſhortly wwith the old harridan's —— and even to make 
ber a go betæucen in our interviews.” Mas ever ſuch al- 
ſurance 

Mrs Mal. Did you ever hear any thing like it he me- 
lude my vigilance, will he—yes, yes! ha! ha! he's ver 
likely to enter theſe doors !—we'l} try who can plot belt ! 

AV. So we will, Ma'am—ſo we. will, -Ha! ha! ha! 
a conceited pupy, ha! ha! ha! Well, but Mrs Mala- 
prop, as the girl ſeems ſo infatuated by this fellow, ſuppoſe 
you were to wink at her correfppnding with him for a little 
time —let her even plot an elopement with him—then do 
you connive at her efcape—while I, juſt in the nick, will 
have the fellow laid by the bcels, and fairly contrive to Cat» 
ty her off in his ſtead. 

Mrs Mal. I am delighted with the nee never Was 

any thing better penetrated : 8 
. Af. But, pray, could not I ſee the lady for a few miu- 

otes now ?—1T ſhould like to try her temper a little. " 
Aris ATaf. Why, I don't know I doubt ſhe is 

Prepared for a viſit of this Kind, There 1 is decor 

ch e matters. J 
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Ai. O Lord! ſhe won't mind me only tell her Bever. 


ley 3 : 
Mrs Mal. Sir! | . 
A.. Gently, good tongue. [464 


Mrs Mal. What did you ſay of Beverley? 
A. O, I was going to propoſe that you ſhonld tell her, 
Þy way of jeſt, that it was Beverley who was below—ſhe'd 
come down faſt enough then—ha! ha! ha! 4 

Mrs Mal, Twould be a trick ſhe well deſerves—beſides 
yeu know the fellow tells her hel] get my conſent to ſee her 
— ha ! hai—Let him if he can, I fay again. Lydia, come 
down here Calling] — He'll make me a go-between in 


their enterviews !—ha! ha! ha! Come down, I fay, Ly- 


dia :— 1 don't wonder at your laughing, ha! ha! ha! his 
impudence is truly ridiculous, 1 oY 
i A. Tis very ridiculous, upon my ſoul, Ma'am—ha?! 
ba! ha! „ no IS 

Mr. Mal. The little huſſey won't hear, —Well, I'II go 
and tell her at once who it is—ſhe ſhall know that Captain 
Abſolute is come to wait on her.— And I'll make her be- 
Have as becomes a young woman. . 

Abſ. As you pleaſe, Ma'am. 

ATrs Mal. For the preſent, Captain, your ſervant— Ah! 
you've not done laughing yet, 1 lee—clude my vigilance ! yes, 
yes, ha! hal ha: „„ [ Ext, 

Lf. Ha! ha! ha! one would think now that I might 
throw off all diſguiſe at once, and ſeize my prize with ſecu- 
rity— but ſuch is Lydia's caprice, that to undeceiye were 
probably to loſe her.— I'll ſee whether ſhe knows me. [Walks 
wide and ſeems engaged in looking at the pictures. 


. Enter LIDIA. ; 
J ydia. What a ſcene am I. now to go through! ſurely 
nothing can be more dreadful than to be obliged to. liſten to 
the loathſeme addreſſes of a ſtranger to one's heart. I have 
 Seard of girls perſecuted as J am, who have appealed in be- 
'© of their favoured lover to the generoſity of his rival; 
IJ were to try j1-—there ſtards the bated: rival—en 
70 !—but O how unlike my Beverley! I wonder be 
ziv— truly he is a very negligent wooger I quite at 


por my word ! VII ſpeak firft.- Mr Abſoluie. 
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Ade. Ma'amw. [tarns round. 
| Lydia. O heav'ns ! Beverley 7 

Abſ. Huſh !—huſh ! my life i—Gofily 1 be not ſurpriſed ! 1 

Lydia. J am fo aſtoniſhed ! and ſo terrified ! and lo oyer- 

foyed ! for heaven's ſake how came you here? 

Alf. Briefly I have deceived your aunt—l was ;joform- 
ed that my new rival was to viſit here this evening, and. con- 
triving to have kept him aways have palied myſelf on her for 
Captain Abſolute. | 
Iydia. O, charming! And ihe really takes you for 
young Abſolute. 

AV. O, ſhe's convinced of i EN 

Lydia. Ha! ha! ha! I can't forbear thing to wink 
how her ſagacity is over: reached. 

bf. But we wifls with our precious moments —ſuch ano- 
ther opportunity may not occur—then Jet me now conjure 

my kind, my condeſcending angel, to fix the time when L_. 

may reſcue her from undeſerving perſecution, and wich a l- 
ccoſed warmth plead for my reward. $f 

Lydia. Will you then, Beverley, conſent to forfeit that: 
uy a of my pa! try wealth t—hat burden on the wings of 

| ove ? 

Af. O come: to me—rich only thus —in b 
Bring no portion to me but thy love—'twill be generous in 
you, Lydia — for well you kuvws-it is the only do wer your 

poor Beverley can repay.“ 

L.y.lia. How perſuaſive are his words bow charmiog 
Will poverty be with him! 

Ai. Ab! my ſoul, what a life will we then live ? Lore 

| ſhall be our «ol. and ſupport l we will worſhip him with a 
monaltic {triQnefsz%#juring all worldly toys to centre every 
thought and action there. —Proud of calamity, we will en 
joy the wreck of wealth; while the ſurrounding gloom of 
ad verſity ſhall make the flame of our pure love-ſhow doubly 
bright. —By beav'ns! I would fling all goods of fortune 
from me with a prodipal hand, to enjoy the ſcene where I 
might claſp my Lydia to my boſom, and ſay, the world af- 
fords no {mile to me—but here———[ Embracing ber 
If ſhe holds out now, the devil is in it!! (Ai. 

Lydia. Now could I fly with him to the ae 5 bat 4 

my perſecution 1 is not yet come to a crilig, 5 | 
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this gentleman to his face, that yeu lov'd another better? 
| _—_ t you lay you never would be his 2 


woman !—Didn't you boaſt that Beverlcey—that ſtroller Be- 
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' Enter Mas Matarror liflening. 
Ars Mal. I am impatient to know how the little bufſy 
deports herſelf. (Alle. 
ALF. So penſire, Lydia !—is then your warmth abatcd ? 
re Mal. Warmth abated !Yſo 1 —ſhe has been 1n a 
Pelnon, 1 ſuppoſe. | | 
Lydia. No, —nor ever can while J have life. 
Irs Mal. An ill- wager Intle devil '—dhe'll be in a 


Lydia. Think not the idle threats of my ridiculous aunt 
can ever have any weight with me, 

Mrs Mal. Very dutiſul upon my word! 

Lydia. Let her choice be Captain Abſolute, but Beverley 
is mine. 

Atrs Mal. 1 am aſtoniſhed at her affurance !—to his face 
—this is to his face! 

AB{. Thus then let me enforce my fait, | [hnechng, 

Hrs Mal. Aye—poor young man I down on his knees 


AIf. O confound her vigilance. (Ate 

Ars Mal. Captain Abſolute—T know not how to apologize 
for her ſhocking rudeneſs, 

Aſ. So—alls ſafe, I find TX of I have hopes, 
Madam, that time will bring the young lady 

Drs Mal. O, there's nothing to be hoped for from her; 
ſhe's as headfirovg as an allegory on the banks of the Nite. 

Lydia. Nay, midam, what do you charge me-with now? 

Mrs Mal Why, thou vnbluſhing rebel didn't you tell 


Lydia. No, Madam—T did not. 
Mrs Mal. Good heav'us! what aſſurance \—Lydia Ly- 
dia, you ought to know that lying don't become a young 


verley, p oſſeſſed your heart ?—Tell me that, I fay. 
Lydia. Lis true, Ma'am, and none but e 
Mrs Mal. Hold z—hold, aſſurance you ſhall not be ſo 
rode. | 
 Abſ, Nay, pray Mrs Malaprop, Jon't ſtop the young lady's 
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ſpeech : he's very welcome to talk thus—it does not burt 
me in the leaſt, I aſſure you. 


Mrs Mal. You are too good, Captain too amiably pa- 


tient but come with me, Miſs —let us ſee you again oon, 


Captain —remember what we have fed. 


ABſ. L ſhall, Ma'am. 


Mas Mal. Come, take a graceful 10 of the gentleman, | 


Lydia. * every bleſſing wait on my Beverley my loy'd 


Bev 


Mrs Mal. Hufly ! VII choak the word i in your throat! 


come u along. [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


_ [Abſolute ing his hand to Lydia—Mrs VO: 


axons her from ſpeaking. 


SCENE IV. 4 kali 
Aces and Dario. 8 


Keane at lt Dreſs d. 
Heres. Indeed, David—do you think I become it fo ? 25 


— 


David. Vou are quite, another creature, believe me, * 


ter, by the maſsel an we ve any luck, we ſhall ſ:e the Dev- 


on monkeyrony in all the print-ſhops in Bath! 

Acres. Deeſs does make a difference, David. 

David. Tis all in all, I think—difference ! why, an' you 
were to go now to Clod. hall, 1 am certain the old lady 


wouldn't know you: Mr: Butler wouldn't believe his own 


eyes, and Mrs Pickle would cry, “ Lard preſerve me!“ our 
dairy-maid would come giggling to the door, and I warrant 


Dolly Teſter, your honour's favourite, -would bluſh like my - 


waiſtcoat—Oops ! I'll hold a gallon, there an't a dog in the 


| houſe. but would bark, and I queſtion whether Phillit would 


wap a hair of her tail! 
Acres. Aye, David, there's nothing like poliſhing. 
David. 80 I ſays of your. honour's boots; but the boy 
never heeds mel 
Acres. But, David, has Mr De-la-Grace been here? I: 
muſt. rub up my balancing, and chaſing, and boring. 
David. T'liccall again, Sir. 


9 
L. 3. 
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 Aeres. Do nd ſes if there are any lettters for me at the 
Poſt. Office. | 
David. I will. —Þy the maſs, I can't help looking at 
your head !-—if I hadn't been by at the cooking, I with 1 
may die if I ſhould have known the diſh again myſelf! 
[ Exit, 
A comes forward, pradiſing a dancing ep. 
Acres. Sink, gene tte? we firſt co gs 
of Cotillions! ſay I—they are as bad as algebra to us coun- 
try gentlemen— I can walk a minuet eaſy enough when I am 
forced land I have been accounted a good ſtick in a coun, 
try. dance. Odds jigas and tabers 1 never valued your 
croſs-over to covple—figure in right and left - and I'd Hoa 
it with either a Captain in the country !—but theſe outlandiſh 
| heathen Allemandes and Cotillions are quite beyond me !— 
I ſoall never profper at em, that's fure—mine are true-born 
_ Engliſh Iege—they don't underſtand their curſt French 
ngo !—their Pas this, and Pas that, and Pas t'other |— 
damn me! my feet don't like to be called Paws ! tis e cer- 
tain I have moſt Antigalli can toes ! 


Ener SERVANT. 
Serv. Here 4 is Sir Lucius O'Trigger to wait on vou, Sir. 
Acres. Shew bim in. 


Enter IJ Locus. 

Sir B Mr Acres, I am delighted to embrace you. 

Acres. My dear Sir Lucius, J kiſs your hands, 

Sir Luc. Prav, my friend, what has brought you ſo ſud» 
denly to Bath? 

Acres. Faith! I have followed Cupid's Jack-a-Lantern, 
and find myſelf in a quagmire at laft Ho ſhort,” I have been 
very ill-uſed, Sir Lucius. — I don't chuſe to mention names, 
but look on me as on a very ill-uſed gentleman. 

Sir Luc. Pray what is the caſe ?2-—I aſk no names. 
Acres. Mark me, Sir Lucins, 1 fell as deep as need be 
| in love with a young lady her friends take my part—l 
follow Her to Bath—ſend word of my arrival; and receive 
arſwer, that the lady is to be otherwiſe diſpoſed of. — This, 
| Sir Lucius, I call being ill uſed. 
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Sir Luc. Very ill, upon my conſcience. Pray, can you 
divine the cauſe of it? 

Acres. Why, there's the matter; ſhe has another 1 
one Beverley, who, I am told, is now in Bath. — Odds ſlan- 
ders and lies! he muſt be at the bottom of it. 

Sir Luc. A rival in the caſe, is there ?—and you think 
he has ſupplanted you unfairly. 

Heres. Unfairly ! to be ſure he has —He never could 
have done it fairly. . 

Sir Luc. Then ſure you know what i is to be done! 

Acres. Not I, upon my ſoul. | 

Sir Luc, We wear no ſwords 4 bat you-anderſtand 
me? 

Acres, What! fight him! 

Sir Luc. Aye, to be ſure; what can I mean elſe? 

Acres. But he has given me no provocation. 

Sir Luc. Now, I think he has given you the greateſt pro- 
vocation in the world, Can a man commit a more heinous 
offence againſt another than to fall in love with the ſame 
woman ? O, by my ſoul, it is the moſt enn breach 
of friendſhip. 

Acres, Breach of friendſhip! aye, aye ; but J have no ace. 
quaintance with this man.— I never ſaw him in my life. 

Sir Luc. That's no argur=*nt at all—he has the leſs right 

then to ſuch a liberty. 
Acret. Gad that's trae—T grow full of anger, Sir Lucius! 
I fire apace! Odds hilts and blades? I find a man may 
have a deal of valour in him, and not know it ! But couldn't 
I contrive to have a little right of my fide ? 

Sir Luc. What the devil ſignifies right, when your honour 
is concerned? Do you think, "Achilles or my little Alexander 
the Great ever inquired where the right lay? No, by my ſoul, 
they drew their broad. ſwords, and left the lazy ſons of peace 
to ſettle the juſtice of it. 

Acres, Your words are as a grenadier's march to m 
heart! J believe courage mult be catching I certainly do 
feel a kind of valour riſing as it were a kind of courage, 


as 1 may fay——Qdds Mints and triggers ! “Il challenge 
him directly. 


Sir Luc. Ah! my linke friend! if I bad Bliadirlu. 
Hall here—I could ſhew you a range of anceſtry, in the O'. 


_ — — 
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Trigger line, that would furniſh the new room ; every one 


of whom have killed his man! — For though the manſjon- 


houſe and dirty acres have ſlipt through my fingers, 1 thank 


Acre. 


| heay'n our honour 
ever. 


and the family pictures are as freſh as 


ä O, Sir Lucius! I. have had anceſtors too every 
man of em colone] or captain in the militia l- Odds balls 


and barrels ! ſay no more — I'm brac'd for it. The thun- 


der of your words has ſoured the milk of human kindneſs in 


my breaſt !- 
6 I conld do fuch deeds 2? 


-Z 


ds! as the man in the play ſays, 


Sir Luc. Come, come, there muſt be no paſſion at all in 
the caſe—theſe things ſhould always be done civilly. 


Acres, 1 muſt be in a paſſion, Sir Lucius- 
in a rage 


a good bold hand, however. 
Sir Luc. Pray compoſe your 
Acres. Come—now, ſhall I be 

Lucius, let me begin with a damme. 
Sir Luc. Pho! Pho! do the thing 

ehgiſtian, Begin now“ Kir“ 


I. muſt be 


Dear Sir Lucius, let me be in a rage, if you | 
love me- Come, here's pen and paper,—[ Sits down to | 
write.] —I would the ink were red !—Tndite, I fay indite! 
— tow ſhall I begin ?: Odds bullets and bludes! I'Il write 


ſelf. 


Acres. That's too civil by aalf, bo 
Sir Luc. To prevent the confuſion that might ariſe”? ' 
Ares. Well—_ | 
Sir Luc. From our both adreſſing the ſame lady.“ 


Acres. Aye—there's the reaſon “ ſame lady“ 


gin with an oath ! Do, Sir 


decently, and like a 


—Well-- | 


o 


Sir Luc. I ſhall expect the honour of your company) 
Acres. Z,—— ds | I'm not aſking him to dinner. | 


Sir Luc. Pray be eaſy. . 


Acres. Well then,“ honour of your company.” 


Sir Luc. To 


Acres, Well. | 
Sir Luc, Let me fee, aye, King's Mead: felds will do — 


« in King's Mead fields.” 
Alcres. So that's done,- 
my own creſt—a hand and dagger ſhall be the ſeal. 
Sir Luc, You ſee now this little explanation will put? 


ſettle our pretenſions? 


Well, I'll fold it up preſently ; 
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ſtop at once to all confuſion or miſunderſtanding that might 
ariſe between you. | | | 
Acres. Aye, we fight to prevent any miſunderſtanding, 
Sir Luc. Now, I'Il leave you to fix your own time. 
Take my advice, and you'll decide it this evening if you gan; 
then let the worſt come of it, twill be off your mind to- mor- 
TOW. „„ 
eres, Very true. 85 
Sir Luc. So I ſhall fee nothing more of you unleſs it be by 


letter, till the evening. I would do myſelf the honour to 1s 
carry your meſſage; but, to tell you a ſecret, I believe 1 MM 
ſhall have juſt ſuch another affair on my hands. There is a [ 
day captain here, who put a jeſt on me lately, at the expence 
of my country, and I only want to fall in with the gentle» 3 
man, to call him out. 8 i 


. Acres. By my valour, I ſhould like to Tee you fight firſt ! 1 
Oads life ! I ſhould like to ſee you kill him, if it was only 1 
to get a little leſſon. | "= 
Sir Luc. I ſhall be*very proud of inſtructing you. —Well 1 
for the preſent=——but remember now, when you meet your 4 
antagoniſt, do every thing in a mild and agreeable manner. ; 

— —Let your courage be as keen, but at the ſame time as 1 
poliſhed as your ſword. 8 [ Excunt ſeverally. ©} 
K 0 T IV. 


1 SCENE I. Acars's Kab 


5  Acaes and DAvip. 

David. THEN, by the Maſs, Sir! I would do no ſuch 
= thing—ne'er a Sir Lucius O' Trigger in the f - 
kingdom ſhould make me fight, when I wa'n't ſo minded. 1 
Oons ! what will the old lady ſay, when ſhe hears o' t!!! 
Acres. Ah! David, if you had heard Sir Lucius — Odds 
ſparks and flames! he would have rous'd your valour. | 
David, Not he, indeed. I hate ſuch blood-thirſty cor- 
morants. Look'ye, maſter, if you'd wanted a bout at box- 
ing, quarter-ſtaff, or ſhort-ſtaff, I ſhould never be the man 
to bid you cry off: But for your curſt ſharps and ſnaps, I 

never knew any good come of em. p ws, 
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Acret. But my honour, David, my honour : I muſt be 
very careful of my honour, | 
| David. Aye, by the maſs ! and L would be very careful 
of it 3 and I think in return my honour couldnt do leſs than 9 
be very careful of me. 

Acres. Odds blades ! David, no gentleman will ever riſſe 
the loſs of his honour! 

David. 1 ſay chen it would be bat civil in Beben beter 
to riſk the loſs of a gentleman. Look'es, maſter, this þ9- 
ncur ſeems to me to be a marvellous falſe friend: aye, truly, 
a very courtier like ſervant. Put the caſe, I was a gentle- 
man (which, thank God, no one can fay of me;) well? 
my honour makes me quarrel with another gentelman of my 
acquaintance,— So - we fight. (Pleaſant enough that) Poh: 
EI kill him—(the more's my luck.) Now, pray who gets 
the profit of it 3 my honcur— But put the caſe that 
«he kills me! by the maſs! J go to the worms, and my 
honour whips over to my enemy. 
Acres, No, David—in that caſe odds crowns and laws 
rels! your honour follows you to the grave. 

David. Now, that's juſt the place where I could make a 
ſhift to do without it. 
© Heres, Z= ds: David yon are 2 ne ! —It does'nt 
become my valour to liſten to you. —What ! ſhall 1 di iſgrace 

my anceſtors ?— Think of that, David—think what it would 
be to diſgrace my anceſtors !_ ; 

David. Under favour, the ſureſt way of not diſgracing 
them is to keep as long as you can out of their company. 
Look'ee now, maſter, to go to them in ſuch haſte— with ar 
ounce of lead in your brains —F ſhould think might as well 
be let alone. Our anceſtors are very good kind of folks; 
but they are the laſt people I ſhould chuſe to baye a viſiting 
- acquaintance with. 

Acres, But, David, now, you don't think theve is ſuch + 
very, very preat danger,. hey ?—Odds? life! people often | 
Hoht without any miſchief done! | 

"David. By the maſs, I think. ' tis ten to one againſt you + 
—— Oons ! here to meet ſome lioo-headed fellow, I War- 
rant, with his d—n'd double barrel!'d {words, and cut. and- 7 
thruſt piſtols ! Lord bleſs us ! it makes me tremble to thirk þ 

9 Thoſe be ſuch deſperate bloodyminded weapons?” : / 
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Well, 1 never could abide em! from a child I never could 
fancy em! ſappole there a'n't been ſo mercileſs a beaſt 
in the world as your loaded piſtol ! METS 
Acres. Z —=ds! I won't be afraid. Odds fire and fu- 
ty! you ſhan't make me afraid. Hete is the challenge, 
and I have ſent for my dear friend Jack Abſolute to carry 
it for me. e 5 
David. Aye, i' the name of miſchief, let him be the meſ- 
ſenger.— For my part, I Would t lend a hand to it for the 
belt horſe in your ſtable. By the maſs ! it don't look like ano- 
ther letter !—Ttis, as I may ſay, a deſigning and malicious- 
| looking letter !—and I warrant ſmells of gunpowder like a 
foldier's pouch !——Oons! I wouldn't ſwear it mayn't go 
off! 2 5 . 5 
Acres. Out, you poltroon :- you ha'n't the valour of a 
graſs- hopper. RR | 
David. Well, 1 ſay no more —'twill be ſad news, to be 
ſure, at Clod Hall !—but I ha? done, How Phillis will 
bowl when ſhe hears of it !—Aye, poor bitch, ſhe little 
thinks what ſhooting her maſter's going after — And I war- 
rant old Crop, who has carried your honour, field and road, 
theſe ten years, will curſe the hour he was born. 5 
| 5 | CU himpering« 
Acres. It won't do, David—I am determined to fight 
ſo get along, you coward, while I'm in the mind. 


EN” I Enter SERYANT. 

Ser. Captain Abſolute, Sir, | | | 
Acres, O! ſhew him up. [ Exit Servant. 
David. Well, Heaven ſend we be all alive this time to- 
morrow., | 07 . | | 

Acres. What's that — Don't provoke me, David! 
David. Good bye, Maſter. bimpering. } 
Heres, Get along, you cowardly, daſtardly croaking ra- 
ven. . 1 Exit. David. 


3 Enter ABSOLUTE, 

Lf. What's the matter, Bob? I” 

Arrcs. A vile, ſheep-hearted blockhead!— If 1 hadn't the 
» *Vour of St Gearge and the dragon to boot— 

% But what do yon want with me, Bob? 
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Acres. O '—There— (Gives him the charge, 
ABf. * To Enfgn Beverley.” So-uhat's going on 


now. > | 8 
Well, what's this? | 
Acres, A challenge! 
4 71 Iudecd!— —Why, you won 't fight him; will you, 
0 
Acres. Egad but I will, Jack. —Sir Lucius has wrought 
me to it. He has left me full of rage —and I' fight this 
evening," that ſo much good paſſioa mayn't be waſted. 
Alf. But what have 1 to do with this? 
Acres. Why, as I think you know ſomething of this fel: 
low, I want you to find bim out for me, and give him this 
mortal defiance. 
Al. Well, give it to me, andi truſt me he gets it. 
Acres. Thank you, my dear friend, my dear Jack; but 
it is giving you a great deal of trouble. 
Abſ. Not in the leaſt -I beg you won't mention it. Ne 
trouble in the world, I aſſure you. 
Acres. You are very kind, What it is to have a friend 
Lou couldn't be my 1 you, Jack? 
Ac. Why no, Bob—not in this affair—it would not be 
quite ſo proper. 
Acres, Well, then, I muſt get my Friend Sir Lucius. 1 
ſhall have your good wiſhes, however, Jack. 
lj. Whenever he meets you, believe me. 


Enter SERVANT. 
Ser. Sir Anthony Abſolute is below, inquiting for the 


Captain. 
AI. I'll come inſtantly.—— Well, my little hero, ſuc- 
ceſs attend you. (Going. 


Acres. Stay—ſtay, Jack. [f Beverley ſhould aſk you 
what kind of a man your friend Acres is, do tell him I am 
a devil of a fellow—-will yon, Jack:? 

Ah. To be ſure 1 ſnall.—— JI. fay you are a determi 
ed dog—hey, Bob: 

eres, Aye, do, do—and if that frightens him, 'egas 
perhaps he may'nt come. 80 tell him I generally ki!) a ma? 
weck; wall you, Jack? 
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AW. T vill; Pl ſay you are called in the eonniry « Fight- 
to Bob. 

Acres. Right, right tis all to prevent miſchief; for 1 
don't want to take his life if 1 clear my honour. | 

Alſ. No !—that's very kind of you. 

Acres. Why, you don't wiſh me to kill 133 you, 
lick? 
Ab. © upon my foul, I do no:.— Zut a devil of a fel- 
low, hey ? (Going. 

Acres. True, true—but ſtay — ſtay, Jack—you may add, 
that you never ſaw me in ſuch a rage before -A moſt de out 
ing rage! 1 

AY. J will, 1 will. 

Acres, Remember, Jack 2 determined dog 

Abſ. Aye, ae, aye, « Fighting Boo.” 

LL xelent er. 


SCENE II. Mas MarArgor's ee. 


Mas MatavroP and 1 


Mr. Mal. Why, thou perverſe one !—teil we what you 


can object to him? — Isg't he a bandiome man !—tell me 
that. —A genteel man? a pretty figuie of a man? 

£ydia. She little thinks whom the is prailing * (Aide. 
o is Beverley, ma'am. 

Irs Mal. No capariſons, Miſs, if you pleaſe.Capari- 
tors don't become a young Woman.—-No ! Captain Abſo- 
Lie is indeed a fine gentleman ! 

Zylia. Aye, the Captain Abſolote you have feen ! 
; [ Afides 

ire Mal. Then he's fo well bred 2h fall of alacrity, 
and adulation !—and has / much to ſay for himſelf:—in 
ſuch good language too! His phy ſiognomy ſo grammatical : 
— Then his preſence ſo noble —1 Froteſt, when I] ſaw him, 
thought of what Hamlet fays in the play: — Hefyerian 
curls-—the front of Fob himſelf! —an eye, like March, to 
threaten at command —a Station, like Harry Mercury, 
TW" Something about kiſtop—on a hill however, the 
bailitade ſtruck me directly. 

Lydia. How entaged ſne'il be preſently when ſhe diſco- 

Wer 1 er maltake ! | DA. WON 
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3 Enter SER YANr. 3 

Ser. Sir Anthony and Captain Abſolute are below, Ma'am. 
Mr. Mal. Shew them up here. [Exit Servant. 
Now, Lydia, I inſiſt on your behaving as becomes a young 
woman.—dShew your good breeding, at leaſt, though you 

have forgot your dux. - 
Lydia. Madam, I have told you my reſolution !—-I ſhall 
not only give him no encouragement, but I won't even ſpeak 

to, or look at him. 3 - SE 
{ Flings herſelf into @ chair, with her face from the 


La) 
—— nn —U— — - 


— TT Ds, 
23 —— ů — — 


Joor. 


Ennier Six ANTHONY and ABSOLUTE. 
Sir Anih. Here we are, Mrs Malaprop; come to mitigate 
the frowns of unrelenting beauty, —and difficulty enough 1 
had to bring this fellow,I don't know what's the matter; 
; on it I had not held him by force, he'd have given me the 
HD. | . oo 
22 Mal. You have infinite trouble, Sir Anthony, in 
the affair. —I am aſhamed for the cauſe ! Lydia, Lydia, rife 
1 beſeech you !—pay your reſpets! [Aae io bur. 
Sir Anth. I hope, Madam, that Miſs Languiſh bas reflec- 
ted on the worth of this gentleman, and the regard due to 
ner aunt's choice, and my alliance, -Now, Jack, ſpeak to 
ber. . 1 [ Afede to him. 
Ai. What the dl ſhall I do! {| Ajide.}Þ—You ſee, vity 
| Pie won't even look at me, whilſt you are here, l knew ſte 
wouldn't !—I told you ſo.— Let me intreat you, Sir, i9 
cave vs together! | Þ 
N ( Abſolute ſeems to expoftulate with bis Fuller. 
Lydia. (Aſide) T wonder I ban't heard my aunt exclam 
yet! ſure ſhe can't have look'd at him! perhaps theit 
regimentals are alike, and ſhe is ſomething blind, : 
Sir Anh. J ſay, Sir, I won't ſtir a foot yer, ; 
Mrs Mal. I am ſorry to ſay, Sir Anthony, that my 10- 
fluence over my niece is very ſmall.— Turn round, Lydia, 
I bluſh for you! _ ( Aide to bur: 
Sir Anth. May I not flatter myſelf, that Miſs Langui 
bd aſſign what cauſe for diſlike ſhe can have to my ion 
by don't you begin, Jack ?=Speak, you puppy —ſpeak 
„ . peak, y po ts bir. 
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Mrs Mal. It is impoſſible, Sir Anthony, ſhe can have 
any.—She will not Jay ſhe has. Anſwer, huſſy! why | 
don't ven anger??? ( Aſide to her. 
Sir Anth, Then, Madam, I truſt that a childith and haſty 
predilection will be no bar to Jack's happineſs, —Z—1s : 
firrah ! why don't you ſpeak ? lle to bins 

Lydia. (Aſide) I think my lover feems as little inclined 
to converſation as myſelf.— How ſtrangely blind my aunt 
malt be ! 3 „ N 

A. Hem! hem! Madam— hem! (Abſolute attempts to 
fpcab, then turns to Sir Anthony) — Faith, Sir, I am lo con- 
founded and ſo—ſe—confuled .I told you 1 {hould be 
fo, Sir, — knew it, —The—the tremor of my paſſlon eatires 
ly takes away my preſence of mind. Ge | 

Sir Anth. But it don't take away your voice, fool, doss 
it ?!—Go up, and ſpeak to her dir-ty ! 

I [Abſolute mates figns to Mrs Malaprop fe 
leave them together, 

Mr. Mal. Sir Anthony, ſhall we leave them together ?— 


Ah you ſtubborn little vixen | _ (Aſide to her. 
Sir Aath. Not yet, Ma'am, not! —what the d—l ae y5u 
at « unlock your jaws, firrah, or ——» (Alide to bim. 


(Assorurs drews near LyD1a.) 
Abſ. Now heavu ſend ſhe may be 199 ſuiten to look round! 
I muit difguiſe my voice, (H/de.) 
| | OR (Speaks in @ low hoar{e tone. 
— Will not Miſs Languiſh lend au car to the mild accents of 
true love ?-— Will not „ 
Sir Anth, What the dl ails the fellow? Why don't 
you {peak out ?-—not Rand croab ing like a frog in a quivtey!. 
Abſ. The—the—cxceſs of my awe, and my—my—mny 
modeity, quite choak me ; | 
Sir Anth, Ab! your modefly again — I'M tell you what, 
] ack it you don't {peak out directly, and glibly too, I ſhall 
be in ſuch a rage! — Mrs Malaprop I wiſh the lady would 
favour us with ſomething more than a ſide- front. 
(Mrs Malaprop ſeems to chide Lydia. 
Adſ. So! all will out, I ſee ! | 
(Gees up to Lydia, ſpeaks ſofily. 
Be not ſurpriſed, my Lydia, ſuppreſs all ſurpriſe at preſeat. 
M 2 +» | 
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Zyaia. LAſile.] Hcav'ns! 'tis B veriey?s voice — Sure 
he can't Lave impoſed on Sir Anthony tao! 
[Looks round by degrees, then flarts up, 
Is this poſible — m)) Beverley !—how can this be -m 
Beverley? | | 
bſ. Ah! *tis all over. 5 (A ſidt. 
Sir Anth, Beverley the devil Beverley: — What can 
the girl mean? — This is my ſon, Jack Abſolute, | 
Airs Mal. For ſhame, hufly ! for ſhame !—your head 
runs fo on that fellow, that you have him always in your 
eyes —beg Captain Abſolute's pardon, directly. 
8 Lydia. 1 ſce no Captain Abfolute, but my lov'd Bever. 
ey! i | | 
Sir Auth. Z- ds! the girl's mad I—her brain's turn'd 
by reading! 8 
Ars Mal. O' my conſcience, I believe 1ſo!—what do 
you mean by Beverley, hufly :— ou ſaw Captain Abſolute 
before to-day ; there he is, your buſband that ſhall be. 
Lydia. With all my foul, ma/am—when I refuſe my Be. 
verley 25 
Sir Anth, O! ſhes as mad as Bedlam !—ar has this fel- 
70w been playing us a rogue's tick — Come here firrah, 
who the d! are you? | | 
A ſ. Faith, Sir, I am not quite clear myſelf; but I'! 
ene:avour to recollect. | 8 
Sir Auth. Are you my ſon or not ?—anſwer for your mo- 
ther, you dog, if you won't for me. | 
Mrs Mal. Aye, Sir, who are you? O mercy ! I begin 
to ſuſpꝰct !- © L | 
Lf. Ye powers of impud-nce, befriend me! (ge) Sir 
Anthony, moſt aſſuredly I am your wile's ſon ; and that ! 
finccrely believe myſelf to be pour's alſo, I hope my duty bas 
always ſhewn.—Mrs Malaprop, I am your moſt reſpectſul 
admirer— and ſhall be proud to add affectionate nephew.—I 
need pot tell my Lydia, that ſhe ſees her faithful Beveriy, 
who, knowing the fingular ceverofity of her temper, aſſum'd 
that name, and a ſtation, which has proved a teſt of the moſt 
diſinterefted Jove, which he now hopes to enjoy in a more 
elevated character. | 
I ydia. So— there will be no elopement after all? 
. [ Suilery: 
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Sir Anib. Upon my ſoul, Jack thou art a very impudent 
fellow ! to do you juſtice, I think I never faw à piece of 
more conſummate aſſurance! _ | 

Alſ. O, you flatter me, Sir—you compliment—'tis my 
x9Jefly you Know, Sir—my modefly that has ſtood in my 
way. - | | SD 3 

Sir Anth. Well, I am glad you are not the dull, inſenſible 
varle you pretended to be, however! — I'm glad you have 
made a fool of your father, you dog—I am 80 this was 
your penitence, your duty, and obedience {—] thought it was 
| d&—n'd ſudden !=—You never heard their names before, not 
you! 1/hat, the LaxGuisaes of Worceſterſhire, hey ?— 
if you could pleaſe me in the aſ/air, *twas all you defired ! —Ah ! 
you diſſembling villain !—What ! pointing to Lydia) be 
 ſquints, den't ſhe a red- haired girl !-—hey ?— Why you hy- 
pocritical young raſcal- I wonder you a'n't aſhamed to hold 
up your head ! : 

Alf. *Tis with difficulty, Sir I am confus'd—vyery much 
confus*d, as you may perceive. = 
Mr. Mal. O lud! Sir Anthony i—a new light breaks 
in upon me !—hey !—how ! what! Captain, did yow write 
the letters then? What !—am I to thank you for the ele- 
_ gant compilation of © an old aveather-beaten ſbe-dragon''— 

2 {Bu mercy !—was it you that reflected on my parts of 
peech. . 1 
Alſ. Dear Sir, my modeſty will be overpower'd at laſt, if 
you don't aſfiſt me.— I ſhall not be able to ſtand it. | 

Sir Anth, Come, come, Mrs Malaprop, we muſt forget 
and forgive; —odd's life! matters have taken ſo clever a 
turn all of a ſudden, that I could find in my heart to be {9 
good humour*d ! and fo gallant !—hey ! Mis Malaprop? 
Ars Mal. Well, Sir Anthony, fince you defire it, we 
will not anticipate the paſt ;—ſo mind, young people—our 
retroſpcction will now be all to the future. 

Sir Auth. Come, we muſt leave them together; Mrs Ma- 
laptop, they long to fly into each other's arms, I Warrant! 
—jack—isn't the check as 1 ſaid—hey ? Come, Mrs Mala- 
prop, we'll not diſturb their tenderneſs—their's is the time 
of life for happineſs !——* Youth's the ſeaſon made for joy” 
(ings) —hey !—Odd's life! Pm in ſoch ſpirits—1 don't 
know what I could not do !—Permit me, Ma'am—| gives 
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bis haud to Mrs Milaprov.] (ſings) Tol-desrol—'gad I ſhoull 
ke to hape a little fooling myſelf—Tol-de-rol i de. rol! 
[Exit ſinging, and handing Mrs Malaproj. 
8 ( Lydia fits fullenty in her chair. 
Aj. So much thought bodes no good (fide) —So grave, 
Lydia ? we 
Lydia. Sir. | 2 e | 
Abſ. So —egad! I thouvht as much that d—n'd mo- 
voſyllable has froze me! (Side) What, Lydia, now that 
we are happy in our friends“ conſent, as in our mutual 
VOWS Je 
Zylia. Friends? conſent, indeed? (peeviſbly.) 
£5. Come, come, we muſt lay aſide ſome of our romance: 
—a little evea/th and comfort may be endured after all. And 
icr your fortune, the Jawyers ſhall make ſach ſettlements as— 
Tyadia. Lawyers ] I hate lawyers! 
Ac. Nay, then, we will not wait for their lingering forms, 
but inſtantly procure the licence, and 
Lydia. licence I hate licence! 
_ asf. O, my love! be not ſo unkind !—thus let me 19- 
treat ES © Kneeclim. 
* Lydia. Piha !—what ſigniſies kneeling, when you know 
I muſt have you. 5 | 
Ab. (Riſing) Nay, Madam, there ſhall be no reſtraint 
upon your inclinations, I promiſe you.— If I have loſt your 
| heart—T reſign the reſt. Gad I muſt try what a little fpirts 
will do. e 
Iydia. (Riſag) Then, Sir, let me tell you, the intereſt 
you had there was 2cquired by a mean, unmanly impoſition, 
and deſerves the puniſhment of fraud, — What, you have beer 
treating me like a child! —humouring my romance | apd 
up ting, I ſappoſe, at your ſucceſs ! 
A. You wrong me, Lydia, you wrong me—only heat 
— Lydia. So while J fondly imagined we were deceiving 
my relaticns, and flatter'd myſelf that 1 ſhould outwit and 
zucenſe them all—behold my hopes are to be craſh*d at once, 
by my aunt's conſent and approbation—am 7 myſelf the only 
dove at laſt! [Walking about in a beat. I— But here, Sit, 
nere is the picture Beverley's picture! (taking a minidiuſt 
from her boſom) which I have worn, right and day, in one 
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of tireats and efftreaties !——There, Sir, (/ings it to him) and 
be aſſured IL throw the original from my heart as eaſily. 


lf. Nay, nay, Ma'am, we will not differ as to that f 
Here, (taking out a picture) here is Miſs Lydia Languiſh.— 


What a difference !—aye, there is the heav'nly aſſenting ſmile, 


| that firſt gave ſoul and ſpirits to my hopes !—thoſe are the 


lips which ſeal'd a vow, as yet ſcarce dry in Cupid's calen- 
dar !—and there the half-reſentful bluſh, that evould have 


check'd the ardour of my thanks—Well, all that's paſt !— 


all over indeed! There, Madam, in beauty, that is not 
equal to you, but in my mind it's merit over the original, in 


being ſtill the fame, is ſuch—that— 1 cannot find in my heart 


to part with it. [ Puts it up again. 
Lydia. (Soſtening) Tis your own doing, Sir—I, I, I 
ſuppoſe you are perfectly ſatisfied. N 
If. O, moſt certainly —ſure, now, this is much better 
than being in love !—ha! ha! hal — there's ſome ſpirit in 
this What ſignifies breaking ſome ſcores of ſolemn pro- 
miſes: —all that's of no conſequence you know. — To be 
{ure people will ſay, that Miſs didn't know her own mind 
but never mind that :—or, perhaps, they may be ill-natur- 


ed enough to hint, that the gentleman grew tired of the lady 


and for ſook her—but don't let that fret you. 


Lydia: There's no bearing his infolence. | Burſts into teart. 


Enter Mas Matarroy and SIR ANTHONY, 


Mrs Mal. (Entering) Come, we mult interrupt your bill- 


ing and cooing a while. | 
Lydia. This is worle than your treachery-and deceit, you 
dale inorate (Sobbing. 
Sir A. What the devil's the matter now !-—Z—6s ! Mrs 
 Malaprop, that is the oddeft billing. and cooing J ever heard! 


but what the deuce is the meaning of ut ?—I'm quite a- 


ſtoniſned! 5 
Alf. Aﬀ the lady, Sir. 


Mrs Mal. O, mercy i—I'm quite analys'd for my part 1 


why, Lydia, what is the reaſon of this ? 8 
Lydia. Aſk the gentleman, Ma'am. 3 


Sir A. Z— ds! I ſhall be in a phrenzy [—why Jack, 


Jou are not come out to be any one elſe, are you? 


rs Mal, Aye, Sir, there's no more trick, is chere 
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you are not like Cereberus, three gentlememat onee, are you, 
As. Yowll not let me ſpeak—l ſay the lady can account 
| for this much better than me. „ 
' Lyaia, Ma'am, you once commanded me never to think 
of Beverley again—there is the man—I now obey you. 
tor, from this moment, I renounce him for ever, 
35 5 En. (Exit Lydia, 
Mrs Mal. O mercy ! and miracles ! what a turn here is 
— why, ſure Captain you haven't behaved diſreſpectfully to 
my niece. | © bs | „ 
Sir A. Ha! ha! ha!—ha! ha! ha!now T ſee i. 
Ha! ha! hal now I ſee it—you have been too lively, 
Jack. 1 . | 
Abſ. Nay, Sir, upon my word=—— 
Sir A. Come, no lying, Jack—1I'm fure *zwvas fo. 
Ars Mal. O Lud, Sir Anthony !—O fie Captain! 
A. Upon my ſoul, Ma'am— 
Sir A. Come, no excules, Jack ;——why, your father, you 
rogue, was ſo before you :—the blood of the Abſolutes was 
always impatient. Ha! ha! ha! poor little Lydia !—why, 
you've frighten*d her, you dog, you have. 
Abſ. By all that's good, Sir e | 
Sir A. Z- ds! ſay no more, I tell you—Mrs Malaprop 
ſhall make your peace. —Vou muſt make his peace, Mrs 
Malaprop: —you muſt tell her *tis Jack's way— tell her lis 
all our ways—it runs in the blood of our family! — Come, 
away, Jack, ha! ha! ha: Mrs Malaprop—a young viliais 
5 [ Puſbes bim cn. 
Ars Mal. O Sir Anthony —0 fie, Captain 


| 


SCENE IV. 7 he Nerth Parade. 


Enter Sis Lucivs O'Tricop, 

Sir Luc. 1, wonder where this Captain Abſolute hides 
himſelf. Upon my conſcience !—theſe officers are always 
in one's way in love affairs :—I remember 1 might have 
married Lady Dorothy Carmine, if it had not been for a 
little rogue of a Major, who ran away with her before ſhe 
could get a ſight of me - And I wonder too what it is the 
:2dics can ſec ig :!“ u to be fond of them, uniels it bes 
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touch of the old ſerpent in 'em, that makes the little crea- 
tures be caught, like vipers, with a bit of red clotb.— Ha. 
isn't this the Captain coming ?—feith it is !—There is a 
probability of ſucceeding about that fellow, that is mighty 
_ provoking Who the devil is he talking to? (Steps aide. 


Enter ABSOLUTE. - 
If. To what fine purpoſe I have been plotting ! a noble 
reward for all my ſchemes, upon wy foul :—a little gipley : 
I did not think her romance could made her fo d—n'd 
abſurd either, —*'Sdeath, I never was in a worſe humour in 
my life. could cut my own throat, or any other perſon's, 
with the greateſt pleaſure in the world. = 
Sir L. O, faith! I'm in the luck of it.— I never could 
have found him in a ſweeter temper for my purpoſe to be ſure 
I'm come in the nick; now to enter into converſation with 
bim, and fo quarrel genteelly. (Sir Lucius goes up to £L/oiute, 
| —— With regard to that matter, Captain, I mult beg leave 
to differ in opinion with you. 

Abſ. Upon my word, then, you muſt be a very ſubtle diſ- 
putant: —becauſe, Sir, I happened juſt now to be giving no 
opinion at all. EN 5 

Ly Z. That's no reaſon— For give me leave to tell you, 
a man may Zhinz an untruth as well as ſpeak one. 

40% Very true, Sir; but if a man never utters his thoughts, 
i ſhould think they might ſtand a chance of eſcaping con- 
troverſy. | 1 N 

Sir L. Then, Sir, you differ in opinion with me, which 
amounts to the ſame thing. | 

Af. Hark'ee, Sir Lucius—if I had not before known 
you to be a gentleman, upon my ſoul, I ſhoul! not have diſ- 
Covered it at this interview: — for what you dive at, unless 
jou mean to quarrel with me, I cannot conceive, 

Sir L. I humbly thank you, Sir, tor ine quickncis of 
your apprehenſion. ( Bowing: 
—You have nam'd the very thing I would be at. 

As. Very well, Sir—! ſhall certainly not baulk yorr in— 
clinattons ; —— but 1 ſhould be glad you WA eaſe to ex- 
plain your motives. | 

Sir L. Pray, Sir, be eaſy the quarrel is a very pretty 
J2Rrrci as it ſtands—we ſhould only fpoil it, by trying 19 ex» 
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could not have forgot an affront you paſſed on me within this 


the reaſon, but in England, if a thing of this kind gets wind, 


mio I ſhould have thought her duty and inclination would 
now have pointed to the ſame object. 


Plain it.— However, your memory is very ſhort—or you 


laſt werk. — So, no more, but name your time and place, 
Ab). Well, Sir, ſince you are ſo bent on it, the ſooner 
the better ;—let it be this exening—here by the Spring Gar- 
Gens.—We ſhall ſcarcely be interrupted, 7 
Sir L. Faith! that ſame interruption in affairs of this na. 
ture ſhews very great ill breeding I don't know what's 


people make ſuch a pother, that a gentleman can never fight 
in peace and quietneſs.— However, if it's the ſame to you, 
Captain, I fhauld take it as a particular kindneſs, if you'd. 
Jet us meet in King's M ad Fields, as a little buſineſs wil 
call me there about fix o'clock, and I may diſpatch bo- 
matters at once, SD | | 

Alſ. ' Vis the ſame to me exatly,—A little after fix ther, 
we will diſcuſs this matter more ſeriouſly, on 

Sir TL. If you pleaſe, Sir, there will be very pretty ſmall 
ſword iight, tho? it won't do for a long ſhot, —So that mat- 
ter's ſetiled! and my mind's at eaſe. F Exit Sir Lucius. 


Enter FAULKLAND, meeting ABSOLUTE. 

AA Well met.—! was going to look for you.—O, Faulk 

land: all the Demons of ſpite and diſappointment have con- 

fpired againſt me! I'm fo vex'd, that if J had not the pro- 

ſpect of a refource in being knock'd o'the head by and by 
I ſhould ſcarce have ſpirits to tell you the cauſe, _ 

JFauis, Wat can you mean? — tas Lydia chang'd her 


Abſ. Aye, juſt as the eyes ot a perſon who ſquints:— 
—when her love eye was fix*d on me- other her eye of 
duty, was finely obliqued : —but when duty bid her poiat 
that the ſame way—off t'other turn'd on a ſwivel, and ſecui- 
ed its retreat with a frown ! 

Faulk, But what's the reſource you DE 

As. O, to wind up the whole, a good natured Iriſhmal 
here has (mimicking Sir Lucius) begg'd leave to have the 
pleaſure of cuitiag my throat—and I mean to indulge him 
that's all, _ 

Faulk, Prithee, be ferious. 
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bf. Tis fact, upon my ſoul. —Sir Lucius O' Trigger 
you koow him by ſight— for ſome affront, which I am ſure 
I never intended, has obliged me to meet him this evening 

at fix o'clock :—tis on that account I wiſhed to ſte you 
you muſt go with me. | 

Fault. Nay, there muſt be ſome miſtake, ſure.—Sir Lu- 
eius ſhall explain himſelt and I dare ſay matters may be 
accommodated : but this evening, did you ſay?— 1 wiſh 
it had been any ather time. „ 158 

Al. Why there will be light enough: — there will be 
light enough: — there will (as Sir Lucius ſays) “ be very 
pretty ſmall word light, tho' it will not do for a long ſhot.”? 
—Confound his long ſhots © = 

Faulk, But I am myſelf a good deal ruflled, by a difference 
I have had with Julia—my vile tormenting temper has made 
me treat her ſo cruelly, that I ſhall not be myſelf till we are 
reconciled. | | 


Alf. By Heav'ns, Faulkland, you don't deſerye her. 


Enter ſervant, gives FAULKLAND a letier. 

Faulk. O Jack! this is from Julia dread to open it 
L fear it may be to take a laſt leave — perhaps to bid me re- 
ws her letterg—and reſtore— O! how I ſuffer for my 
Olly | | | | 

Alf. Here—let me ſee. Tales the letter and opens it. 
Aye, a final ſentence, indeed !—tis all over with you faith! 

Faull. Nay, Jack—don't keep me in ſuſpence. 

AV. Hear then.—** As Jam convinced that my dear Faulk- 
lands own refletions have already upbraided him for his laſt 
' wnkindneſs to me, I vill not add @ word on the ſubjet. tl 
* wiſh to ſpeak with you as ſoon a poſſible, — Your's ever and 
truly. Julia.“ There's ſtubborneſs and reſentment for 
you! | [ Gives him the letter, 
Why, man, you don't ſeem one whit the happier at this. 

Faulk, O yes, I am but but. | 

bf. Confound your Butt. Vou never hear any thing that 
would make another man bleſs himſelf, but you immediately 
G1 it with a but. 

Faulk, Now, Jack, as you are my friend, own honeſtly 
don't you think there is ſomething forward —ſomethin 
itdelicate in this baſte to forgive Women ſhould never ſus 


65 THE RIVALS." 


for a reconciliation :—that ſhould always come from us.— 
They ſhould retain their coldneſs till evoo'd to kindneſs and 
the pardon, like their love, ſhould “ not unſought be won." 
 A8f. J have no patience to liſten to you: thou'rt incor 
Tigible !—fo ſay no more on the ſubject.— J muſt go to ſettle 
a few matters—let me ſee you before fix—remember—at 
my lodging. -A poor induſtrious devil like me, who hape 
toiled, and drudg'd and plotted to gain my ends, and am at 
laſt diſappointed by other people's folly—may ia pity be al. 
towed to ſwear and grumble a little; but a captious ſceptic 
in love, a ſlave to fretfulneſs and whim—who has difficulties 
but of his own creating is a ſubje& more fit for ridicule 
than compaſhon 1 | [Exit Abſolute, 
Faulk. 1 feel his reproaches :—yet I would not change 
this too exquilite nicety, for the groſs content with which 
ke tramples on the thorns of love. His engaging me in this 
duel, has ſtarted an idea in my head, which I will inſtantly 
purſue.—T'Il uſe it as the touchſtone of Jalia's ſincerity and 
diſintereſtedneſs—if her love prove pure and {terling ore— 
my name will reſt on it with honour !—and once I've ſtamp'd 
it there, I lay aſide my doubts for ever: but if the droſs 
of {cifiſaneſs, the alloy of pride predominate—*cwill be belt 

to leave her as a toy for ſome leſs cautious fool to ſigh for. 
| [ Exit Fault lanl. 
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SCENE I. Joria's Dreſſing room. 


| Juri ſola. | 
HO this meſſige has alarmed me! what dreadful ac- 
-* cident can he mean ?' why ſuch charge to be alone: 
— 0 Faulkland !—bow many unhappy moments 
how many tears have you colt me: 


Pinter FAULKLAND. | 
Pula, What means this ?-why this caution, Faulkiand 
Faulk. Alas! Jalia, J am come to take a long farewell 
Julia. Hew'ns what do you mean? 
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Faull. You ſee before you a wretch, whoſe life is for- 
feited, _Nay, ſtart not !—the 1afirmity of my temper has 
drawn all this miſery on me. leſt you fretful and paſhon- 
ate—an outward accident drew me into a quarrel—the event 
is, that J muſt fly this kingdom inſtantly.—0 Julia, had I 
been ſo fortunate as to have call'd you mine entirely, before 
this miſchance had fallen on me, I ſhould not ſo deeply dread 
ay baniſhment !— | SD 5 

Julia. My ſoul is oppreſs'd with ſorrow at the nature of 
your mis fortune: had theſe adyerſe circumſtances ariſen from 
a leſs fatal cauſe, I ſhould have felt ſtrong comfort in the 
thought that I could now chaſe from your boſom every doubt 
of the warm ſincerity of my love. My heart has long 
known no other guardian—lT now truſt my perſon to your 
honour—we will fly together — When ſafe from purſuit, my 
father's will may be fulfilled—and I receive a legal claim to 
be the partner of your ſorrows, and tendereſt comforter. 
Then on the boſom of your wedded Julia, you may lull your 
keen regret to ſlumberiag; while virtuous love, with a Che- 
rub's hand, ſhall ſmoothe the brow of upbraiding thought, 
\ and pluck the thorn from compunction. 

Faulk. O Julia! I am a bankrupt in gratitude : but the 
time is ſo preſſing, it calls on you for ſo haſty a reſolution. 
— Would you not wiſh ſome hours to weigh the advantages 
you forego, and what little compenſation poor Faulkland 
can make you beſide his ſolitary love? 

Julia. I alk not a moment. No, Faulkland, I have 
lor'd you for yourſelf : and if 1 now, more than ever, prize 
the ſolemn engagement which ſo long has pledged us to each 
other, it is becauſe it leaves no room for hard aſperſions on 
my fame, and puts the ſeal of duty to an act of loye.—But 
let us not linger. Perhaps this delay 
Tua. Twill be better I ſhould not venture out again 
till dark, —Yet am I griey'd to think what numberleſs diſ- 
treſſes will preſs heavy on your gentle diſpoſition ?_ 

Julia. Perhaps your fortune may be forfeited by this un- 
happy aR..—l know not whether tis ſo but ſure that alone 
can never make us unhappy.— The little 1 have will be ſuf. 
ficient to ſupport us; and exile never ſhould be ſplendid. 
Fault. Aye, but in ſuch an abject ſtate of life, my woun 
bed pride perhaps may encreaſe the natural fretfulneſe of vn 
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temper, till I become a rude, moroſe companion, beyond 
Four patience to endure. Perhaps the recollection of a deed 
my conſcience cannot juſtify, may haunt me in ſuch gloomy 
and unſocial fits, that I ſhall hate the tenderneſs that would 
relieve me, break from your arme, and quarrel with your 
enn, 7 x | 
Julia. If your thoughts ſhould aſſume ſo unhappy a bent, 
you will the more want ſome mild and affeRionate ſpirit to 
watch over and conſole you :—One who, by bearing your 
_ infirmities with gentleneſs and reſignation, may teach you / 
to bear the evils of your fortune. 
Frauli. Julia, I have proved you to the quick! and with 
this uſeleſs device I throw away all my doubts. How ſhall 
I plead to be forgiven this laſt unworthy effect of my reſt. - 
lefs, unſatisfied diſpoſition ? e 
Julia. Has no ſuch diſaſter happened as you related? 
Fault. I am aſhamed to own that it was all pretended ; 
yet in pity, Julia, do not kill me with reſenting a fault which 
never can be repeated: But ſealing, this once, my pardon, 
let me to-morrow, in the face of heaven, receive my future 
guide and monitreſs, and expiate my paſt folly, by years of 
tender adoration,  _ 2 1 
Julia. Hold, Faulkland :—that you are free from a crime, 
which [I before fear'd to name, heaven knows how fincerely 
I rejoice '— Theſe are tears of thankfulneſs for that! But 
that your cruel doubts ſhould have urged you to an impoſi- 
tion that has wrung my heart, gives me now a pang, more 
keen than I can expreſs ! + 
 Fanlk., By heav'ns! Julia 
Julias. Yet hear me. —My father Joy'd you, Faulk- 
land! and you preſerv'd the life that tender parent gave me; 
in his preſence I pledged my hand —joyfully pledged it— 
where before L had given my heart, When, ſoon after, 1 
Joſt that parent, it ſeem'd to me that Providence had, in 
Faulkland, ſhewn me whither to transfer, without à pauſe, 
my grateful duty, as well as my affection: Hence 1 have 
beca content to bear from you what pride and delicacy would 
have forbid me from another.—I will not upbraid you, by 
repeating how you have trifled with my ſincerity.  , 
Faul. I conſeis it all! yet hear Pay 
Julia. After ſuch a year of trial—1 wight haye flattered 
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myſelf that I ſhould not have been inſaked with a new pro- 
bation of my ſincerity, as cruc! as unneceſſary ? I now fee 
it is not in your nature to be content, or confident in love. 
Wich this conviction— l never will be yours. While I had 
hopes that my perſcyering attention, and unreproaching 
kindneſs, might in time reform your temper, I ſhould have 
been happy to have gain'd a dearer influence over you ; but 
Iwill not furniſh you with a licenſed power to keep alive an 
iacorrigible fault, at the expeuce of one who never would 
contend with you, | | 5 
Fault. Nay, but Julia, by my foul and bonour, if after 
tals | | | 
Julia. But one word more. — As my faith has once been 
giveg to you, I never will barter it with another,—1 ſhall 
pray for your happineſs with the trueſt ſincerity ; and the 
deareſt bleſfing 1 can aſk of heaven to ſend you, will be to 
charm from you that uahappy temper, which alone has pre- 
vented the performance of cur ſolemn engagement, — All I 
requeſt of you is, that you will yourſelf reflect upon this in- 
firmity, and when you number up the many true delights it 
has deprived you of—let it not be your leg regret, that it 
loſt you the love of one—who would have follow'd you in 
. Lepgary through the world! Eis. 
Fauls. She's gone !—for ever: — There was an awful re- 
ſolution in her manner, that rivetted me to my place 0 
fool —-dolt I—barbariap! —Curſt as I am, with more im- 
perfections than my fellow-wretches, kind fortune ſent a 
'caver-gifted cherub to my aid, and, like a rufhan, I have 
driven her from my fide - I muſt pow haſten to my appoint- 
ment, —We!ll, my mind is turned for ſuch a ſcene.—I ſhall 
wilt only to become a principal in it, and reverſe the tale 
my curſed folly put me upon forging here, —Q love! 
tormentor !—ficad !-—whole influence, like the moon's, act- 
ing on men. of dull ſouls, make ideots of them, but meeting 
ſubiler ſpirits, betrays their courſe, and urges ſenſibility to 
madneſs "TRY | [ Extt. 


Enter Mair and LYDIA. | 
Maid. My miſtreſs, ma'ain, I know, was here juſt now. 
—jerhaps ſhe is only in the next room. © [Exit Maid, 
Lydis. Heigh bo !—Thoug h he has uſed me fo, this fel- 
Ns: | 
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low runs Srangely in my head. I believe ene lectute ſtom 
my grave coubn will make me recal him, 


ge Enter Juli. 

Zydin. O, Julia, I am come to you with ſuch an appe— 
tite for conſolation.— Lud child, what's the matter with 
you! Von have been crying I'll be hang'd, ifthat Faulk 
land has not been tormenting you „ 

Julia. You miſtake the cauſe of my uneaſineſs!—Some- 
_ thing has flurriea me a litile.— Nothing that you can gueſs 
at. I would not accuſe Faulkland to a ſiſter! [ Afide, 

Lydia. Ah! whatever vexations you may have, I canaf- 
ſare you mine ſurpaſs them. You know who Beverley 
proves to be? . 25 
zlia. T will now own to you, Lydia, that Mr Faulk- 
jand had before inform'd me of the whole affair. Had young 
Abſolute been the perſon you took him for, I ſhould not 
have accepted your confidence on the ſubject, without a ſe- 
1100s endeavour to counteract your caprice. | 

Lydia. So, then, I ſee J have been deceiy'd by every one! 
>- but I don't care I'll never have him. e 

Julia. Nay, Lydia ” 

Lydia. Why, is it not provoking ? when I thought we 
were coming to the prettieſt diſtreſs imaginable, to find 
myſelf made a mere Smithfield bargain of at laſt— There, 
had 1 projected one of the moſt ſentimental elopements '— 
fo becoming a diſguiſe !-—ſo amiable a ladder of ropes :'— 
conſcious moon ſour horſes Scotch parſon—with ſuch 
ſurpriſe to Mrs Malaprop—and ſuch paragraphs in the newſ- 
papers: — O, I ſhall die of diſappointment, -* | 

Julia. I don't wonder at it. 1 

Lydia. Now ſad reverſe — what have T to expect, but 
after a flimſy preparation with a biſhop's licence, and my 
aunt's bleſſing, to go ſimpering up to the altar; or perhaps 


be cried three times in a country-church, and have an un- 


* *Wernerly fat clerk aſk the conſent of every butcher in the 
pariſh to join John Abſolyte and Lydia Languiſh, ſpinſter— 
©, chat!] ſhould live to hear myſelf called ſpinſter! 

Julia. Melancholy indeed! | 

Lydia. How mortifying, to remember the dear delicious 
ſhitis 1 uſed to be put to, io gain half a minute's conver{a- 
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tion with this fellow. How often have I ftole forth, in: 
the coldeſt night in January, and found him in the garden, 
{tuck like a dripping ſtatue — There would he kneel to me 
in the ſnow, and ſneeze and cough ſo pathetically : he ſhiv- 
.ering with cold, and L with apprehenſion ! and while the 
freezing blaſt numb?d: our joints, how warmly would he preſs. 
me to pity his flame, and glow with mutual ardour !=Ah,, 
Julia, that was ſomething like being in love. 
8 If I were in ſpirits, Lydia, L ſhould chide you- 
only by laughing heartily at you; but it ſuits more the ſitua- 
tion of my mind, at preſent, earneſtly to entreat you not to 
Jet a man, who loves you with ſincerity, ſuffer that unhap-- 
pineſs from your caprice, which I know too well caprice: 
can inflict. 5 „„ | 
Lydia. O lud! what has brought my aunt here? 


Enter Mas Mavargore, Fac, and Davin: 
Mr. Mal. So! ſo! here's fine work !-—here's fine fiir. 
cide, paracide, and fimulation going on. in the fields! and 
vir Antheay not to be found to prevent the antiſtrophe ! 
= Julia. For heaven's ſake, madam, what's the meaning of: 
this ? 3 „ | 1 
. rs Mal. That gentlemaa can tell you—'twas be. enve 
loped the affair to me. 1 
Lydia. Do, Sir, will you inform us. (To Fag.) 
Fag. Ma'am, I ſhould hold myſelf very deficient in eve. 
dan that forms the man of rao. I delayed a: 


moment to give all the information in my. wer to a lady ſo- 


- Ryt quick! quick, Sir: | 
Fag. True ma' am, as you lay bne ſhould be quick ia 
divulging matter 
perhaps while we a 

ures may be loſt !! / 1 

| Lydia. O patience! Dran, for. heaven's ſake! tell; 
us what is the matter? | 


Mis Mal. Why ! xflurder's- t matter! ſlaughter's the. 
matter! killing's the matter: — but Hen tell you the per- 


pendiculars. 
Ly ba, Phi pr ithee, Sir, be brief. , 
Ez. Why then, ma'am, as to murder— I canuot. take: 


N. 3. 


ouriſhing on the ſubject, two or three 
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upon me to ge and as to daughter, or e that 


will be as the jury finds it. 

Lydia. Put who, Sir who are engaged i in this? 

Tag. Fay, ma'am, one is a young gentleman whom J 
ſhould be very to happen tou very pret- 
ty behav'd gentlèwan!— Fe lived much together, and 
always on terms, qi | 

Lydia. B iht 8 : 1 | 

Fegg. My maſter, * my . Peak of oy 

mater. ko 

Lydia. Heap | What, Aptain Abſolute ! 

Mrs Mal. O, is be ſare, y Nee frightened now! 
Julia. But who are with bind F 
Fag. As to the reſt, ma' am, th 

you better than T. * 
Julia. Do ſpeak, friend. ( o David.) 
David. Look ee, my Lady by the maſs! there's 

miſchief going on. Folks don't uſe to meet for amuſement 

with fire-arms, firelJocks, fire-engines, fire-ſcreens, fire-of- 

Fc, and the devil knows what other crackers beſide! — 

I bis, my lady, 1 fay, has an angry favour. 

Julia. But who is there beſide Captain Abſolule, friend! 
David. My poor maſter under favour for mentioning 
bim firſt. . know me, my lady] am David — and ny 
maſter of courſe is, or wat Squire Acres. — Then. comes 
Squire Faulkland., 


Julia. Do, ma'am, let us inſtantly endeavour. 16: pre vent 


r tleman can inform 


| wmilchief 


Mrs Mal. O fleet nw very inclegant In, us: we 
ſhould only pantitipate things. 

David. Ah f do, Mrs Aunt, fave a flow lires—they ate 
deſperately given, believe me. Above all, there is that 
vood- thirſty Philiſtine, Sir Lucius Q*Fripger.. 

Mre Mal. Sir Lucius O' Trigger - O merey H—hare 
they draw poor little dear Sir Eucius into the ſcrape 
Why, how you ſtand, girl! you have no more feeling tha 
one of the Berbyſnire putrefaQions 

Lydia. What are we to dv, madam? | 

Mrs Mal. Why fy with the utmolt felicity, to be ſuie/ 
bo prevent miſchief !—bere,, friend—you. can ſhew us tht 


Gags, 
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Fag. If you pleaſe, ma'am, I vill conduct you. David, 
do you look for Sir Anthony. [Exit David. 


Mrs Mal. Come girls !—this gentleman will exhort us. 


Come, Sir, you're our envoy lead the way, and we'll 
precede, 1 8 1 

Fag. Not a ſtep before the ladies for the world! 

Mrs Mal. Vou're ſure you know the ſpot. 8 

Fag. I think I can find it, ma'am; and one good thing: 
is, we ſhall hear the report of the piſtols as we draw near, 


fo we can't well miſs them j—never fear, ma'am, never 


fear, | [Exu, he talfings. 


SCENE IT. South Parade, 


Euer AnsoLuTE, putting his ſword under his vreat-coat. 
Alf. A ſword ſeen in the ſtreets of Bath would raiſe as 


*. 


' great an alarm as a mad-dog.— How provoking this is in 


Faulkland I —never punctual !* I ſhall be obliged to go with - 
out him at laſt.— 0, the devil! here's Sir Anthony! 
tow ſhall I eſcape him? 85 


[ Muffles up his face, and tales a circle to go f. 


Enter 81x Ax THOR v. 
Sir Antb. How one may be deceived at a little diſtance t- 


only that I ſee he don't know me, I could have ſworn that. 


was Jack !--Hey !—Gad's life! it is.— Why, Jack. — what 
are you afraid of? hey I- ſure I'm right. — Why, Jack 
Jack Abſolute 25 [Goes up to him. 

Abſ. Really, Sir, you have the advantage of me: — 1 
don't remember ever to have had. the honour my name 
is Saunderſon, at your ſervice. 

Sir Ant h. Sir, I beg pardon—1 took you—hey !—why 
Z—ds ! it is ſtay [ Looks up io his face.] So, ſo— your 
humble ſervant, Mr Saunderfon !- Why, you ſcoundrel, 
what tricks are you after now? 


A/. O! a joke, Sir, a joke -I came here on pur poſe 
to look for you, Sir, 
Sir Anth, You did! well, I am glad you were ſo lucky: 


wry what are you muffled up { for ?=-what's this for * 
5 2 * . * 
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Al. Tis cool, Str; isn't it rather chilly ſomehow: 
but I ſhall be late— I have a particular engagement. 


Sir Antb. Stay.—-Why, I thought you were looking | 
for me?—Pray, Jack, where is't you are going?  _ 


AV. Going, Sir! 

Sir Anth. Aye—where are you going: 

Abſ. Where am I going? 25 
Sir Anth. You unmannerly puppy ! © 

A. I was going, Sir, to—to—to Lydia—Sir, to Ly- 
dia—to make matters up if I could ;—and I was looking 
for you, Sir, t0——t0—— OO RS, rg on 
Sir Anth. To go with you, I ſuppoſe Well come along. 

AP. O! 2z— s,! no, Sir, not for the world !—]T wiſh'd 
to meet with you, Sir. toto to — Lou find it cool, 
I'm ſure, Sir you'd better not ſtay out. 


Sir Anth. Cool !—not at all— Well, Tack-—ap 1 PEN 
will you fay to Lydia? ä 


40% O, Sir, beg her pardon, humour her —promiſe and 
vow : —but 1 detain you, Sir —conſider the cold air on your 
gout. ET | | 8 25 = 
Sir Anth, O, not at all I—not at all !—I'm in no hurry. 


 —Ah! Jack, you youngſters, when ance you are wounded 


here. [Putting his hand to. Abſolute's breaft.] Hey! what 
the deuce have you got here! „ 
 Alſ. Nothing, Sir—nothing.. — MN 
Sir Anth.. What's this? here's ſomething d—d hard. 
4%. O, trinkets,. Sir! triokets—a bauble for Lydia. 
Sir Anth, Nay, let me fee your taſte.— [Pulli his coat og - 
en, the ſword falls. ]—Trinkets i-—a bauble for Lydia !— 
z—ds : ſirrah, you are not going to cut her throat, are you?. 
A. Hal. ba! ha !-—I thought it would divert you, Sir, 
though I did'nt mean to tell you till afterwards. 
Sir Anth, You did'nt? —Yes, this is a very diverting 
trinket, truly. | | 
As,. Sir, VI explain to you——You know, Sir, Lydia is 
romantic dev'liſh romantic, and very abſurd of courſe :—- 
now, Sir, 1 intend, if ſhe refuſcs to forgive me to unſheath 


this ſword—ard ſwear—V Il fall upon its point, and expire 


at her feet! | 


Sir 4nth, Fall upon a fiddle- ſtick's end Why, J ſup- 
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poſe it is the very thing that would pleaſe her— Get along 
you fool.— _ 3 
Alf. Well, Sir, you ſhall hear of my ſucceſs—you ſhall 
hear, —* O, Lydia t—forgive me, or this pointed ſteel — 
ſays I. 3 

"Sir Auth. O, booby ! ſtab away, and welcome” —ſays 


ſhe—Get along !—and dn your trinkets ! [Exit Abſolute, 


Enter Davin, running. : | 
David. Stop him! ſtop him! Murder! Thief! Fire! 
Stop fire ! Stop fire !—O ! Sir Anthony —call! call! bid'm 

ſtop! Murder! Fire! 

Sir Anth. Fire! Murder! where? 

David. Oons ! he's out of ſight, and I'm out of breath, 
for my part; O, Sir Anthony! why didn't you {top him: 
why didn't you ſtop him! | 
Sir Anth. Z—ds ! the fellow's mad: Stop whom! ſtop 
Jack? - 

David. Aye, the Captais, Sir !—there's murder and 
ſlaughter —— £ OI | | 

Sir Anth. Murder! 5 

David. Aye, pleaſe you, Sir Anthony, there's all kinds 
of murder, all ſorts of ſlaughter to be ſeen in the fields: 
here's fighting going on, Sir bloody ſword- and-· gun fight- 
ing! 855 | 8 | 
Sir Anth. Who are going to fight, Dunce? | 
David. Every body that I know of, Sir Anthony ;— 
wy body is going to fight, my poor maſter, Sir Lucius 
O' Trigger, your ſon, the Captain | 

S:r Anth, O, the dog ſee his tricks: do you know 
the place ? | | 

David. King's Mead Fields. | 

Sir Anth, You know the way? 

David. Not an inch ;—but I'll call the Mayor —Alder- 
men—Conſtables—Church-wardens—and Beadles—we cant 
be too many to part them. | 

Sir Anth. Come along—give me your ſhoulder ! we'll get 
aliſtance as we go—the lying villain !—Well, I ſhall be in 
ſuch a frenzy—So—this was the hiſtory of his trinkets ! 


— —— _ PR 
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don't underſtand 
vir L. Why, you muſt think there's no being ſhot at with- 
out a little riſk—and if an unlucky bullet ſhould carry 4 
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SCENE III. King's Mead. Fidlds. 


Six Loos and Acans, with Piftols. 
Acres. By my valour, then, Sir Lucius, forty yards 1 1s 3 


good diſtance—Odds levels and aims '—l fay it is a good 


diſtance. 
Sir L. Is it for muſkets or ſmall field- pieces? upon my 
confcience, Mr Acres, you muſt leave-thoſe things to me; 


Stay now I' ſhew you [| Meaſures paces along the flage. 


there now, that is a very ay diſtance—a prenty gentle- 
man's diſtance. 

Acres. L—ds! we might as well fight in a ſentry box! 
T tell you, Sir Lucius, che farther he is off, the cooler I 
ſhall rake my aim. 

Sir IL. Faith! then I ſuppoſe you would aim at him belt 
of all if he was out of fight, 

Acres. No, Sir Lucius but 1 frould think forty or eight 
and-thirty yards 

Sir L. Pho! pho! nonſenſe, three or four feet between 
the mouths of your piſtols is as g004-as a mile. 

Acres. Odds bullets, no l—by my valour ! there is 10 
merit in killing him fo near: do, my dear Sir Lucius, let 
me bring him down at a long ſho! :—a long ſhot, Sir Lu 
cius, if you love me? 

Sir L. Well—the gentleman's friend and I muſt fettle 


hat. —Dut tell me now, Mr Acres, in caſe of an accident, 
is there any little will or commiſſion I could execute for you! 


Acres. I am much obliged to you, Sir Lucius but I 


Quietus with it—I fay it will be no time to be botheriog 


vou about family matters. 


Acrer. A Quietus: 

Sir L. For inſtance, now—if that ſhould be the caſe— 
would you chuſe to be pickled and ſent home ?—or would it 
be the ſame to you to lie here in the Abbey ?—I'm. told 
there is very ſaug lying in the Abbey, 

Acres. Pickled !—Snug lying in the Abbey oa. tre · 
mors ! Sir Lucius, don't talk ſo, 


a 


8 
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Sir L. I fu ppoſe, Mr Acres, you never were engaged i in 
an affair of this kind before ? 
Acres. No, Sir Lucius, never before. 


Sir L. Ah! that's a pity I— there's nothing like being 


vſed to a thing. —Pray now, how would you receive the 
gentleman's ſhot ? ' 

Acres. Odds files !—Ive praftiſed dh. Sir Lu- 
eius there [Puts himſelf in an attitule, 
—a ſide- front, hey ?—Odd : PI make myſelf ſmall enough: 
—PÞl ſtand edge ways. 

N . Now—your quite out—for if you ſtand ſo when 
I take my aim— [ Levelling at bim. 

Acres. Z—ds! Sir Lucius—are you | ſure it is not 
cock'd ? g 

Sir L. Never fear. 


Acres. But—but—you don't know—it may go off of its 


own head ! 


Sir L. Pho! be eaſy——Well now if I hit you in the body, 


my bullet has a double chance—for if it miſſes a vital part of 


your right ſide— twill be very hard if it don't ſucceed on 
the left! 


Acres, A vital part ! 
Sir L. But, there fix yourſelf ſo Placing Shi 


let him ſee the broad-ſide of your full front—there—now 


a ball or two may paſs clean thro your body, and never do 
any harm at all. 


Acres, Clean thro? me !-—a ball or two clean thro? me 


Sir L. Aye—may they—and it is much the gentecleſt at- 
utude into the bargain. 


Acres. Look'ye! Sir Lucius I'd juſt as lieve be ſhot 
in an aukward poſture as a genteel one — ſo, by =y ralour! 


| will ſtand edge-ways. 


Sir L. ( Looking at his watch.) Sure they don't mean to 
diſappoint us—Hah !—no faith— think I fee them com- 
ing. 


eres, Hey [hat! coming. 


Sir L. Aye Who are thoſe yonder getting over the ſtile? 


Acres, There are two of them, indeed, well let them 


tome — hey, Sir Lucius! -e - we -e -e - won't run, — 
Sir L. Run! 


Acre. No—I ſay we won't run, by my yalour ! 
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Sir L. What the devil's the matter with you f 
Alcret. Nothing—nothing—my dear friend—my dear Sit 
Lucius but I-I—L don't feel quite fo bold, ſomehow 
as 1 gud; 

Sir L. O fie! conſider your honour. 
Acres, Aye—true—my honour—Do, Sir Lucius, edge 
in a word or two every now and then about my honour, 
Sir L. Well, here they're coming. [ Looking. 
Acres. Sir Lucius—if I wa'n't with you, I ſhouid almolt 
think I was afraid—it my valour ſhould leave me !—V alour 
will come and go. | 55 2 ONE 
Sir L. Then pray keep it faſt, while you have it. 
Acres. Sir Lucius —I doubt it is going —yes—my valour 
is certainly going !-—it is ſneaking off feel it oozing out 
as it were at the palms of my hands! | 8 

Sir L. Your honour—your honour. — Here they are. 

Acret. O mercy !—now—that I was ſafe at Ciod.- Hall 
or could be ſhot before I was aware. 


Enter FAUXLAND and ABS0LUTE. 5 
Sir L. Gentlemen, your moſt obedient —Hah !—what 
Captain Abſolute !—So, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you are come here, 
Juſt like myſelf—to do a kind office, firſt for your friend— 
then to proceed to buſineſs on your own account. 

| Acres. What, Jack :—my dear Jack: — my dear friend 

Alſ. Hark'ye, Bob, Beverky's at hand, 
Sir L. Well, Mr Acres—I don't blame your ſaluting 
the gentleman civilly..-So Mr Beverley, (to ante if 
you'll chuſe your weapons, the Captain and I will meaſure 
the ground. | EE 

Faulk. My weapons, Sir. 

Acres, Odds life: Sir Lucius, I'm not going to fight 
Mr Faulkland ; theſe are gy particular friends. 

Sir L. What, Sir, did not you come to fight Mr 
Acres ? Wap : 

Faulk. Not I, upon my word, Sir. SEG 

Sir L. Well, now, that's mighty provoking ! But They 
Mr Faulkland, as there are three of us come on purpoſe for 
the game—you won't be ſo cantankerous as to ſpoil the pat- 
ty by ſitting out. . 
A. O pray, Mr Faulkland, fight to oblige Sir J-uctv*- 
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Faulk, Nay, if. Mr Acres is ſo bent on the matter. | 
| Acres. No, no, Mr Faulkland—PFIl bear my diſappoints 
ment like a Chriſtian—TLook'ee,: Sir Lucius, there's no oc- 
caſion at all for me to fight ; and if it is the ſame to you, Vd 
as leave let it alone. 5 | = 
Sir Z. Obſerve me, Mr Acres I muſt not be triffled 
with. You have certainly chaflenged fomebody—and you 
came here to ſight him—Now, if that gentleman is willing 
to repreſent him! can't ſee, for my ſoul, why it isn't juſt 
JJ . 
Alcres. Why no- Sir Lucius I tell you, tis one Beverley 
I've challenged—a fellow, you fee, that dare not ſhew his 
face If he were here, I'd make him give up his pretenſions 
directly — 3 5 3 | 
Alf. Hold, Bob—let me ſet you right—there is no ſuch 
man as Beverley in the caſe. —The perſon who aſſumed that 
name is before you; and as his -preteofions are the fame ia 
both characters, he is ready to {upport them in whatever wax 
you pleaſe. 3 Ob | = 
Sir L. Well, this is lucky Now you have an opportu- 
2117 | | | | 
.Fres What, quarrel with my dear friend Jack Abſolute 
not if he were fifty Beverley's ! Z- ds! Sir Lucius, you 
would not have me ſo unnatural. 55 EN. 
Sir L. Upon my conſcience, Mr Acres, your yalour has 
oed away with a vengeance ! | ee: 
Acres. Not in the leaſt! Odds Backs and © Abettors !-.J'l1. 
be your ſecond with ali my heart—and if you get a Puictus, 
you may command me entirely, VII get you laid /nug in the 
Alley here; or pickle you, and ſend you over to Blunider buſi- 
4all, or any thing of the kind, with the greateſt pleaſure. 
Sir L. Pho! pho! you are little better than a coward, 

Acres, Mind, gentlemen, he calls me a Coward 5 Co- 
ard was the word, by my valour! | 

vir L. Well, Sir? 

Acres. Look'ee, Sir Lucius, 'tisn't that J mind the word 
Comard—Coward may be ſaid in a joke — But if you had 
call'd me a Peoltroon; Odds Daggers and Balls 

Cir L. Well, Sir ? FS TM 


Aeres. ] ſhould have thought you a very ill. bred 
aan. £4 


© 
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Sir L. Pho! you are beneath my notice. wh 
of. Nay, Sir Lucius, you can't have a better ſecogd 
than my friend, Acres—He is a molt determined dog—cul. 
led in the country fighting Bob, — He generally hills a man 5 
 eveek ; don't you Bob! I 55 
Alcret. Aye —at home!: | 
Sir. L. Well ther, Captain, *tis we muſt begin—ſo come 
out, my little counſellor, [draws his ford, 
and aſk the gentleman, whether he will reſign the lady, with- 
out forcing you to proceed againſt him? 8 | 
Af. Come on then, Sir [draws.;] ſince you wont let it 
be an amicable ſuit, here's my reply. 1 


Enter Six AxrHONY, Davin, and the Women. 
David. Knock 'em all down, ſweet Sir Anthony; knock 
down my maſter in particular and bind his hands over to 
their good behaviour! 3 | 55 

Sir A. Put up Jack, or I ſhall be in a phrenzy—hoy 
came you in a duel, vir? _ „ | | 
Ai. Faith, Sir, that gentleman can tell better than I; 
etwas him that called on me, and you know, Sir, I ſerve his 
Majeſty. : e Ia ee | 
Sir A. Here's a pretty fellow! T catch him going to cut 
a man's throat, and he tells me, he ſerves his Majeſty- 
Zounds ! firrah, then how durſt you draw the King's ſword 
againſt one of his ſubjeQs. EM 5 
ALF. Sir, I tell you, that gentleman called me out without 
_ explaining his reaſons. 3 2 
Sir A. Gad, Sir, how came you to call my fon out, vic. 
out explaining your reaſons ? 
Sir L. Your fon, Sir, inſulted me in a manner which ny 
honour could not brock. | 
Sir A. Zounds ! Jack, bow durſt you infult the gent! 
man in a manner which his honour could not brook ? 
Mrs Mal. Come, come, let's have no honour before l. 
dies Captain Abſolute, come there—How could you 1 
midate us fo : Here's Lydia has been terriſied to death 6 
ou. | 
l AI: For fear I ſhould be kill'd or eſcape, ma'am? 
Mrs Mal. Nay, no deluſions to the paſt- Lydia is c 


* 


vinced; ſpeak, child. 
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Sir L. With your leave, ma' am, I mult put in 2a word — 
] believe I could interpret the young Lady's ſilence No 
mark— | St — 5 | 
Lydia. What is it you mean, Sir? 
Sir L. Come, come, Delia, we muſt. be ſerious now— 
this is no time for triffing. | | 
_ Lydia. *Tis true, Sir; and your- reproof bids me offer 
this gentleman-my hand, and ſolicit the return of his affec- 
AV. O! my little angel, ſay you ſo?—Sir Lucius I per- 
ceive there muſt be ſome miſtake here With regard to the 
affront which you affirm I have given you, I can only ſay, 
that it could not have been intentional.— And as you mul: 
be convinced, that L ſhould not fear to ſupport a real injury 
—you ſhall now ſee that I am not aſhamed to atone for an 
inadrertency—1 aſk your pardon.— ut to this lady, While 
honour'd with her approbation, 1 will ſupport my claim a- 
gainſt any man whatever. | 3 
Sir A, Well ſaid, Jack, and Dil ſtand by you, my boy. 
Acres, Mind, I give up all my-claim—T make no preten- 
ions to any thing in the world —and if I can't get a wife 
* fighting for her, by my valour: I'II live a batche- 
oc. | 1 
Si L. Captain, give me your hand—an affront hand- 
ſomely acknowledged becomes an obligation —and as for the 
lady —if ſhe chuſes to deny her own hand writing here | 
£ x [Tales out letters. 
Mrs Mal. O, he will diſſolve my myſtery.— Sir Lucius, 
perhaps there's ſome miſtake— perhaps I can illumin- 
1 | foe: | | 
Sir L. Pray old gentlewoman, don't interfere where you 
bun, no bulineſs.—Miſs Languiſh, are you my Delia, or 
not! | | 
Lydia, Indeed, Sir Lucius, I am not. 
| e [ Lydia and Abſolute wall aſide. 
Mrs Mal. Sir Lucius O' Lrigger—ungrateful as you are 
wg the ſoft impeachment—pardoa my bluſhes, I am 
8 
Sir L. You Delia—pho ! pho ! be eaſy. 
Mrs Mal. Why, thou barbarous Vandyk2-=thoſe letters 
„ „ 


rene. 


82 THE RIVALS. 


are mine — When you are more ſeoſible of my. benignity 
perhaps I may be brought to encourage your addreſſes. 
Sir ZL. Mrs Malaprop, I'am extremely ſenſible of your 
condeſcenfion; and whether yqu or Lucy have put this trick 
upon me, I am equally beholden to you. And to ſhew you, 
1 am not ungrateful, Captain Abſolute, ſince you have taken 
_ that lady from me, I'll give you.my Delia into the bargain, , 
Abl. J am much obliged to you, Sir Lucius; but here's, 
my friend, fighting Bob, unprovided for. 
Sir Z. Hah! little valour—here, will. you make your. 
tune 8 0 „ 
Acret. Odds wrinkles! No. — But give me your hand, Sir. 
Lucius, forget and forgive; but if ever 1 give you a chance: 
of picłling me again, ſay Bob Acres is a dunce, that's all. 
Hir A. Come, Mrs Malaprop,. don't be caſt down—you 
are in your bloom yet. W | 
Mrs Mal. O Sir Anthony !—men are all barbarians. 
ONE | [.-ñAll retire but Julia and Faolkland. 
Julia. Ile ſeems dejected and unhappy—nort ſullen— 
there was ſome foundation, however, fot the tale he told me 
0 woman! how tree ſhould be your judgment, when your 
reſolution is ſo weak! PE 5 Rs 
Faulk. Julia !-—how can I ſue for what I fo little deſerve? 
J dare not preſume—yet hope is the child of penitence. | 
Julia. Oh Faulkland, you have not. been more faulty in. 
your unkind treatment of me, than I am now in wanting in- 
clination to rcſent it. As my heart honeſtly bids me. place 
my weakneis to the account of love, I ſhauid be ungenerous. 
not to admit the ſame plea for your's. 
Faulk. Now I fhall be bleſt indeed. 
[Sir Anthony comes forward: 
gir A. What's going on here ?!—So you have been qust- 
relling too, I warrant.—Come Julia, I never interfered be. 
fore; but let me have-a hand in the matter at laſt.— Al 
the faults J have ever ſeen in my friend Faulkland,. ſeemed io 
proceed from what he calls the delicacy.and warmth of his 
affection for you There, marry him directly, Julia, you'll 


find he'll mend ſurpriſingly : [ The reſi come forwards. 

Sir E. Come now, I hope there is no diſſatisfied perſon 
but what is content; for as J have been diſappointed myſelt 
it will be very hard if I have not the ſatis faction of ſeeing o 
ther people ſucceed better 
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Acres. You are right, Sir IL.ucius.—80, Jack, I wiſh you 
joy—Mr Faulkland the ſame— Ladies, come now, to ſhew 
you I am neither vexed nor angry,——odds tabors and 
pipes! 1'Il order the fiddles in half an—hour to the New 
Rooms—and I inſiſt on your all meeting me there. | 

Sir A. Gad, Sir, I like your fpirit ; and at night we ſin⸗ 
ple lads will drink a health to the young couples, and a huſ- 
band to Mrs Malaprop. | . 

Faull. Our partners are ſtolen from us, Jack — I hope to 
be congratulated by each other—yours. for having checked in 
time che errors of an ill directed imagination, which might 
nave betrayed an innocent heart; and mine, for having, by 
ner gentleneſs and candour, refor med the unhappy temper of 
one, who by it made wretched whom he loved moſt, and 
tortured the heart he ought to have adored. i. | © 

Af. Well, Jack, we have both taſted the bitters, as well 
as the ſweets of love—with this difference only, that you-als, - 
ways prepared the bitter cup for yourſelf, while — _ 

Lydia. Was always obliged to me for it, hey! Mr. Mo- 
deſty ? But come, no more of that—our happineſs is now +» 
as unallay'd as general. | | 5 

Julia. Then let us ſtudy to preſerve it ſo: and while 
hope pictures to us a flattering ſcene of future bliſs, let us 
Jeny its pencil thoſe colours Which are too bright to be laſt- 
ing.— When hearts deſerving happineſs would unite their 
kortunes, virtue would crown them with an unfading garland |; 
of modeſt hurtleſs flowers; bur ill. judging paſſion will force 


* 


tne gaudier roſe into the wreaths, whole thorn offends them, 


when its leaves are dropt! 
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E PT ILO OU E. 
EY. THE AUurHOR. 


Spoken by MRS BULKELET. 

F ADIES, for au- he ard our Poet ſay - 
He'd try to coax ſome Moral from his Play: 

* One moral's plain—cried I—without more fuſs.: 
Man's ſocial happineſs all reſts on Us— - | 
* 'Thro' all the Drama—whether damn'd or not. 
* Lowe gilds the Scene, and Women guide the plot. 
From ev'iy rank, obedience is our due 


D'ye doubt ?— The world's great ſtage ſhall prove it true. 


The Cit—well ſkill'd to ſhun domeſtic ſtrife - 
Will ſup abroad ;—but firſt—he'll aſk his avife c 
John Trot, his friend, for once, will do the ſame, 
But then—hell juſt en home to tell bis dame. 


The /urly Squire—at noon reſolves to rule, 


And half the day—Zounds ! madam is a fool ! 


Convinc'd at night—the vanquiſh'd Victor ſays, 


Ah! Kate! you avomen have ſuch coaxing: ways {=— 


The olly Toper chides each tardy blade. — 
Till reeling Bacchus calls on love for aid: 
Then with each Toaſt, he ſees fair bumpers ſwim, . 
And kiſſes Chloe on the ſparkling brim, 


Nay, I have heard that Stateſmen—great and wiſe- 
Will /ometimes counſel with a Lady's eyes 
The ſervile ſuitors—watch ber various face, . 
She ſmiles preferment—or ſhe frowns diſgrace— c 


TCurtſies a penſion here—there nods a place. 


Nor with leſs awe, in ſcenes of humbler life, 
Is wiew'd the miſtre/s, or is heard the avife, 
The pooreſt peaſant of the poorer ſoil, 
The child of poverty, and heir to toil— 
Early from radiant love's impartial light, : 
Steals one ſmall ſpark, to chear his world of night: 


EPILOGUE. 


Dear ſpark : — that oft thro' winter's chilling woes, 

Is alt the warmth his little cottage knows: . | 
The wandering Tar—who, not for years, has preſs d 
The widow'd partner of his day of reſt | 

On the cold dec g- far from her arms removede-. 

Still hums the ditty which his Suſan lov'd ; 

And while around: the cadence rude is blown, 

Tae boatſwain whiſtles in a ſofter tone. 


The Soldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy's ſmile ; 

But ere the battle, ſhould he liſt? her cries, 

The lover trembles—and the hero dies! 

That heart, by war and honour ſteel'd to fear, 
Droops on a ſigh, and fickens at a tear! 


But Ve more cautious—ye nice judging few, 
Who give to Beauty, only Beauty's due, 
Tho' friends to love—Ye view with deep regret, - 
Our concueſt marr'd—and triumphs incomplete, 
Till poliſhed Wit more laſt ing charms diſcloſe,. 
And Judgment fix the dart which Beauty throws! 
En female breaſts did Senſe and Merit rule, 
The lovers mind would aſk no other ſchool ; _ 
Sham'd into ſenſe—the Scholars of our eyes, 
Our Beaux from Gallantry would ſoon be wiſe; . 
Would gladly light, their homage to improve, 
Tae lamp of Knowledge. at the Torch of Love! 
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